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T is sometimes urged by the critics that the 
" request of friends '* is no sufficient reason for 
the publication of compositions which their 
writer knows to be of an unpretending charac- 
ter. And yet I can offer no other excuse, if 
excuse be necessary, for the publication of the present 
volume. Many of the pieces which it contains have pre- 
viously appeared in periodicals, newspapers, and volumes; 
others have had a wide circulation as leaflets ; and I 
have, therefore, been repeatedly asked to collect and issue 
them in a more permanent and convenient form. I do 
not arrogate to myself the illustrious name of Poet ; yet 
I have the satisfaction of knowing that my simple ut- 
terances have found their way to sympathizing hearts. 
And I may, perhaps, be allowed to hope that, now they 
are presented in a less fugitive shape, their circle of 
readers will be increased. It is something to give ex- 
pression to even the commonest thoughts and most or- 
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dinary feeliog in language which is easily remembered, 
or to embody in the lowHest verse an idea or a sugges- 
tion which may touch a single heart, or elevate a single 
mind. And if I have been, or yet may be, so far suc- 
cessful, I shall ever be grateful to Him who has thus 
enabled me to benefit others while greatly improving 
my own few hours of leisure. 

One, at least, of the hymns in this little volume (" The 
Happy Land") has attained so wide a popularity, that 
the reader may not be displeased to learn the circum- 
stances in which it was written. Many years ago, I was 
spending an evening with a family of friends, and the 

« 

lady of the house played several musical compositions of 
great beauty. Among these was a sweet and tender air 
which charmed me exceedingly. On asking the name 
of it, I was told it was " an Indian air, called * Happy 
Land.'" It immediately occurred to me that such a 
melody could not fail to be popular in Sunday schools, 
if wedded to appropriate words. And, accordingly, I 
wrote the little hymn, which has since spread over all 
the world, and been translated into almost all languages. 
It was sung daily in my classes, in the Niddry Street 
School; and on a visit by Mr. James Gall (now Eev. 
James Gall), he was so delighted with the music and 
hymn, that he noted down the simple air, had it har- 
monized, set to the words, and published in his " Sacred 
Songs ; " and from his father's well-known printing and 
publishing house, it was copied into hymn-books every- 
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where, and so became a general favourite: an J it was 
not until a year or two after my removal to Madras 
College, St. Andrews, in 1840, that I knew anything of 
the existence of the Indian song, beginning, — 

" I have come from a happy land 
Where care is onknown." 

I need not say that the references to my hymn which 
have appeared in numerous biographies, and the anec- 
dotes which have reached me of the blessing it has proved 
to both young and old, in many lands, have been to me 
a source of the highest gratification and thankfulness. 

With these few words of introduction, I commend 
my little volume to the goodwill of the critic and the 
indulgent reader. 

•A. YOUNG. 
Edinburgh. 
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THE HIGHLANDS OF SCOTLAND. 



O Caledonia ! stern and wOd. 
Meet nurse for a poetic child. ' ' 
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I. 

|OME from thy pendent bough, my own loved 
lyre ! V 
Where, in the breeze, thou hast neglected 

hung; 
The ivy-folds have twined around thy wire, 
And long hast thou remained unknown, unsung. 
But thou wert not forgotten, though unstrung ; 
The echo of thy song is sounding still : 
Far in the woods thy plaintive notes have rung. 
And waked the slumbers of the distant hill, 
Qr mingled in the flow that marked the mountain rilL 

IL 

Come from thy pendent bough, so bright with dew, 
So much accordant with thine own sweet strain, 
And let me string thy sacred chords anew. 
And tune thy numbers to my song again. 
I sing of Scotia, and her heath-clad plain, 
Her towering hill and deep descending vale : 
The rugged mountain, linked in hoary chain. 
Shall wing thy echoes back, through wood and dale, 
2YII every distant iaie shall bid the minstrel haiL 
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III. 

Land of the noble Gael ! immortal land !^ 
Unconquered dwelling of the brave and free ! 
What raptured soul shall paint thy " rugged strand " ? 
What minstrel-harp shall fitly sing of thee 7 
Oh, dear art thou, my native land, to me ! 
Dear is the fame of ancient Caledon ! 
Thy name, beloved, has spread from sea to sea ; 
And distant climes, in admiration, own 
That honoured Scotia stands, in name and fame, alone. 

IV. 

And thou art matchless in thy prowess, too. 
Illustrious birth-land of the nobly brave 1 
No human hand could e'er thy might subdue. 
No haughty despot claim thee as his slave.^ 
Thy purple heath in other lands may wave. 
Thy thistle there may bend its sacred head, 
Thy dauntless sons repose in foreign grave ; 
But never shaU the foot of foeman tread 
Or stain the hallowed soil for which their fathers bled. 

V. 

What magic sway, what talismanic power. 
Shall wake the slumbers of thy hoary age ? 
What daring hand shall fix thy dawning hour, 
And read thy annals on Creation's page ? 
Where were thy hills and glens amid the rage 
And rush of ocean, from its confines hurled, 
When sea and sky imited to presage 
The doom and destiny which fate unfurled, 
And poured in fury down upon a fallen 'wox\Ol'\ 
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VI. 

Whence came that people, in the ancient time, 
Who found a home and resting-place in thee ? 
Say, were they exiles from a foreign clime. 
Or some lone island far amid the sea ? 
And did they love thee, generous, fair, and free. 
Because of bondage in their own left land ? 
First of a noble race, whoe'er you be, 
That thus sought refuge on our mountain strand. 
The Muse would bid you hail, illustrious little band ! 

VII. 

Oh, spread thy flight, enraptured Muse, away 
On wings of thought to Scotia's hills and streams ! 
And there luxuriate all the live-long day 
Beneath the glory of the summer beams. 
Come o'er the spirit of my waking dreams, 
Ethereal essence, in sublime review. 
And let me fitly sing, in glowing themes, 
The dread magnificence, and beauty too. 
Which now before me rise, as blissful visions do. 

VIII. 

Source of ten thousand streams, eternal hills ! 
Alike companions of the earth and heaven, 
Around thy hoary head the tempest thrills, 
And endless snows are in their fury driven ; 
Amid thy towering peaks, so rent and riven 
By lightning's lurid glare, and ages past. 
The lordly eagle has its dwelling given. 
Secure amid the elemental blast. 
And at whose height immense the mind recoils aghast. 
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IX. 

Ye Grampian heights ! sublime, stupendous range !' 
August mementoes of a former day ! 
The nations and the states of time may change, 
And pass, like shadows in their dream, away ; 
But thou, undimmed amid thy dread array, 
Shalt live coeval with duration's span ; 
And when, among the ruins of decay. 
Are laid the lofty rock-built towers of man, 
Thy awful hills shall stand, as when the world began. 

X. 

Here, 'mid the glory of the ancient time. 
When every land acknowledged Eoman sway, 
Brave Caledonia, in her might sublime. 
In proud defiance mocked their vain array. 
What though the nations round in bondage lay. 
Like vassal-serfs beneath a tyrant's dread, — 
As soon those hills shall shrink from ocean's spray. 
And to the tempest bend their lofty head. 
As o'er those sacred wilds shall Eoman banners spread. 

XI. 

And thou, Ben Nevis, " monarch" of them all I* 
Presiding genius of thy mountain race, 
The spirits of the air have hung their pall. 
In mantled foldings, roun(J thine aged face ; 
And in the cold and desolate embrace 
Of endless snows thou rear'st thy hoary head ; 
While, in their fragrance round thy spreading base. 
The heath and wild-flower have their beauty shed. 
Like lingering beams of life among tbe co\iiit\esa Oi^^. 
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XII. 

Here let me climb some gently rising height, 
Arrayed resplendent in the sunshine's glow, 
And fondly gaze, with rapturous delight, 
Upon the rich and varied scene below. 
Here let me paint the pure and flowery show 
Of native beauty, scattered all around ; 
And be my song the deep and fervent flow 
Of him who, high on Pisgah's holy ground. 
Beheld the promised land, in matchless beauty crowned. 

XIII. 

Well may I sing, as did the bard of old, 
" O Caledonia ! who is like to thee ? " 

Thy mountain-tops are tinged with purest gold. 

And silver brightness beams upon thy sea ; 

Oh, may thy green and fertile valleys be 

The land of peace — the patriot's loved abode ; 

Thy children, down to latest ages, free ; 

And all those altars where their fathers bowed. 
Be altars sacred still, to Freedom and to Gk>d ! 

XIV. 

Here mountains, towering to the vaulted sky. 
In wild magnificence arise around. 
And rear their old and awful heads on high. 
Like ancient spirits waked from sleep profound ; 
And from the confines of that sacred ground. 
Where long they slumbered in sublime repose. 
The echoes of their dream mysterious bound 
From hill to hill, o'er heath and drifting snows. 
Till far in distant lands the lingering echoes close. 
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XV. 

Here, from the trackless and impending steep, 
Where human foot has found no resting-place, 
The rushing cataract, with foaming leap 
And dashing fury, seeks the mountain's base, 
Till, through the verdant vales, we fondly trace 
The noble river and the gentle stream. 
And ever as they urge their onward race. 
How meekly sweet, how beautiful they seem I 
How like the closing hour of love's angelic dream ! 

XVI. 

So when the howling winds have ceased to blow, 
And ocean's angry surges rage no more. 
The troubled billows, soothed and hushed and low. 
In gentle eddies die along the shore — 
So, when the tempests of this world are o'er, 
The humble Christian calmly sinks to rest ; 
His hopes are vision now, though faith before, 
And all those fears which wrung his heaving breast 
Are known no more, among the mansions of the blest. 

XVII. 

How sweetly beautiful, my own loved land. 
Thy scattered villages are spread below ; 
And, in their might, thy lordly castles stand. 
Like guardian spirits, on the mountain's brow. 
But, Caledonia, where, ah ! where art thou 
^n all thy majesty of former days ? 
Where are thy trusty dans and chieftains now ? * 
And where the minstrel bard, whose welcome lays 
Oft told of conquests won in loud acclaim oi prd^afc'V^ 
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XVIII. 

Where are those banners now, ye men of might, 
Beneath whose magic shade your clansmen fought ? 
Oh, is that spirit sunk in endless night 
Which, in the field, such nameless wonders wrought ? 
Where now that kingly pomp, so dearly bought — 
Those deadly feuds, which stained your peaceful plains?^ 
And where the haughty Sassenach,* who sought 
To bind your noble sons in vassal chains, 
And make your mountain-home the purchase of his gains ? 

XIX. 

Time was when Scotia, like the nations round. 
Could boast a native Prince, august and free. 
Whose honoured name, with greenest laurels crowned, ' 
Was loved at home, and feared beyond the sea. 
Oh, fated day ! unhappy land for thee,^ 
Which saw the glory of thy greatness fade — 
Wliich saw the issue of that dread decree 
In fullest fury poured upon thy head, 
Till all thy chosen men were left among the dead. 

XX. 

Oh, who shall paint the horrors of that day 
Which dawned in beauty on Culloden's plain ?® 
Which saw thee marshalled in sublime array — 
A host of heroes in a Prince's train ? 
No faithless heart was there, no coward stain 
Bedimmed the glory of devotion's fire ; 
Ten thousand trusty hearts resolved to gain 
New honours for their loved but injured sire, 
And bid their monarch, hail ! or in his cause expire. 

* A Gaelic term for the English. 
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XXI. 

And it was even so ; for soon, afar, 
In shining panoply, the foemen came ; 
Thy peaceful valleys rung with clang of war, 
And Scotia trembled for her Prince's fame. 
In awful pomp and glare, the lurid flame 
Of lightning's flash from peak to peak was driven : 
What Southern foe could brook such deadly aim, 
Or dare ** the dread artillery of Heaven," 
When from duration's throne the massive rocks were riven ? 

XXII. 

Awhile the star of sudden conquest shone 

In doubtful light above the Celtic plume. 

Oh that, as then, the field had been thine own,^* 

And thou hadst flourished in unfading bloom ! 

But dire reverse, inevitable doom. 

And all attendant ills were left for thee ; 

Thy verdant plains became one common tomb, 

Where sleep the ashes of thy great and free, 

And where Old Scotia's fame and greatness ceased to be. 

XXIII. 

Amid thy woods and wilds, so lonely now. 
Unhappy Prince, thou sought'st a hiding-place:^^ 
Thy leal and trusty clans no longer bow, 
With filial love, before their monarch's face. 
O last and noblest of an injured race ! 
Thy sun is set, thy glory dimmed for aye ; 
But future nations shall delight to trace 
The glowing record of thy kingly sway, [away. 

When other names, renowned, have pasaftOL,\ikfe ^\^^\sis». 
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XXIV. 

Nor shall the willing Muse forget to sing, 
In plaintive song, that parting time of yore. 
When conquered Scotia's sad and exiled king 
Sought friends and refuge on a foreign shore. 
Much did thy faithful chiefs the fate deplore 
Which hung mysterious o'er their monarch's head, 
And in their mad despair lamented sore 
The direful doom and destiny which spread 
Such carnage o'er the field where thine own heroes bled. 

XXV. 

And Mary ! thou, than whom no fairer flower 
E'er beamed in beauty on our Scottish plains,^^ 
What friendly hand shall shade that evil hour 
Which saw thee captive in a rival's chains? 
When shall obHvion wipe away those stains 
Which dim the lustre of those golden years, 
When England's queen usurped a nation's reins. 
And doomed to death, amid a nation's tears, 
The monarch of their land, the loveliest of her peers ? 

XXVI. 

And foulest blot on History's varied page. 
Unmatched display of perfidy and woe. 
What tragic Muse shall faithfully engage 
To paint thy dark and dismal tale, Glencoe ?^^ 
Peace slept upon thy hills, and winter's snow 
Lay deep and trackless o'er thy mountain glen ; 
No sound was heard save Cona's onward flow. 
For sable night had spread her curtain then, 
Nor fear nor danger seemed to wait ClaiiT^isald'a men. 
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XXVII. 

Glenlyon's boasted chief was feasted there, ** 
And blessed the bounty of Maclan's sway ; 
His vassal slaves partook the generous fare, 
And mirth and friendship closed the festive day. 
But little recked he of that bloody fray 
Which o'er him hung like ruin's wasting flame, 
Which fixed the brand of vilest treachery 
Upon Breadalbane's deep dishonoured name, 
And covers all his deeds with infamy and shame. 

XXVIII. 

Unconscious of their doom, the clansmen lay 
Hushed in the stillness of unbroken sleep ; 
No welcome moonbeam shed its silver ray 
Upon a deed of blood so dark and deep ; 
All, all was still, save when the hoary steep 
Responded faintly to the eagle's cry ; 
When from his hiding-place, with murderous sweep, 
The demon of revenge, with glistening eye. 
Began his work of death in matchless cruelty. 

XXIX. 

Dire consternation spread from hill to dale. 
And death and carnage held triumphant sway. 
Oh ! could the widows' tears no more prevail. 
Or wake such brutal hearts to sympathy? 
Twas vain indeed, for age and infancy 
Alike were doomed by bloody hands to die ! 
In mangled heaps the many corses lay ; 
And oft the last and long expiring sigh 
Rose trembling on the gale, amid the mouiita.vaa\i\^ 
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XXX. 

And there was heard a wild and wailinsr woe. 
Through all the confines of that drear domain ; 
The helpless fled to perish in the snow, 
Kefusing to be comforted again. 
They saw their noblest and their dearest slain, 
And all their cottage homes in ashes laid ; 
"Where could they seek a safe asylum then, 
Where could the wounded find a secret shade 
Which tyranny and blood could not with death invade ? 

XXXI. 

Oh ! there was one who fell to rise no more — 
A young and beautiful and gentle child,^^ 
Whose flaxen locks, befouled with clotted gore. 
Waved in the tempest of that lonely wild ; 
And with imploring look, so sweetly mild. 
He raised his weeping eyes in Mercy's name : 
And as in hope the kneeling suppliant smiled, 
Glenlyon wept ; but one, more savage, came. 
And pierced that guileless heart with fiendish fatal aim. 

XXXII. 

Those dark and mouldering desolated walls. 
Which frown stupendous o'er the gulf below,^^ 
Tell where Maclan in his own bright halls ^'^ 
In former ages met his deadliest foe ; 
Tell where began that awful overthrow 
Which stains for aye the annals of our cUme. 
Yes ! let a nation's indignation go 
From age to age along the stream of Time, 
And hmnd with deathless scorn the guilt of such a crime. 
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XXXIIL 

But though such gloom impends thy lonely dell, 
And claims the tribute of affection's tear, 
Oh ! still, Glencoe, thy name with wizard spell 
To every bard, to every heart is dear. 
Amid thy woods and rocky wilds so drear, 
Thine own loved Ossian strung his matchless lyre ;" 
And Morven's hills and Cona's waters clear 
In sweetest echoes caught the poet's fire. 
Till all the welkin rung in one sublimest choir. 

XXXIV. 

And who may strike that matchless l3nre again, 
And sing of Fingal as it oft hath sung? 
Oh ! who shall wake the spirit of that strain. 
Which slumbers now the leafy woods among ? 
The mountain zephyr, as it glides along. 
Holds high and awful intercourse with thee ; 
And ever as the echo of thy song 
Ascends sublime in loftiest minstrelsy. 
Sweet lyre, thy whispers set the captive spirit frea 

XXXV. 

Sleep by the waters of thy mossy stream, 
Immortal minstrel, in eternal bloom ! 
The stars of evening shed their beauteous beam 
In lingering loveliness around thy tomb ; 
And by their sweet and holy light illume 
The hallowed spot where sleeps thy sacred shade ; 
While purple heath and mountain flowers perfume 
With incense rich and pure the tributes laid 
As offerings on th/ ahrmej by pious pUgrima maAft^ 



26 UNIVERSITY PRIZE POEMS. 

XXXVI. 

How oft, ye cloud-capped hills, at fall of eve, 
When midnight darkness covers all the sky, 
The spirits of the dead are seen to leave 
Their awful homes, in lurid panoply ; 
And on the wings of night careering high 
To some far distant solitary dell, 
In solemn conclave, where no human eye 
E'er looked upon their vigils, they foretell 
The destinies of man, 'mid song and mystic spelL 

XXXVII. 

And when some noble clan was doomed to be 
In woe, and death, and desolation laid,^^ 
How oft in awful wail has fate's decree 
Mysterious rung o'er hill and leafy glade I 
How oft, in thin and ghastly garb arrayed, 
Have guardian spirits sped their airy flight, 
In fitful mazes where the hoary shade 
Of deepest gloom pervades the reign of night. 
And dwellers with the dead arise to life and light ! 

XXXVIII. 

Oh ! who shall lift the dreary veil that shrouds 
Our future destiny in dreams unknown. 
Or fearless penetrate those sable clouds 
Which Superstition weaves around her throne ?^ 
When shall Religion claim the world its own. 
And Truth maintain an undisputed sway ? 
■ Then Peace shall live, celestial Peace alone, 
And gloom and error vanish all away, 
Uke lingering night before the beams of brightest day. 
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XXXIX. 

Yes, heavenly Peace, how sweet thy blest domain ! 
How much conducive to a nation's weal ! 
Long hast thou smiled on Scotia's favoured plain ; 
And longer still may she thy influence feel, 
Thy richest, dearest energy reveal, 
And shed a halo round our happy land ; 
May War's dread element no longer peal 
Its awful thunders on our sea-girt strand, 
Nor famine spread on her its cold and withering hand. 

XL. 

Such are thy bloom and prosperous beauty now. 
Thou " Upraise and envy" of surrounding fame : 
Divine philosophy enwreathes thy brow. 
And bids thee welcome to her best acclaim. 
Oh, may the nations who revere thy name 
Partake those blessings which have long been thine ! 
And long may pure devotion's holy flame. 
Like Brunswick's glorious star, efi*ulgent shine 
On every heart and home with influence benign ! 

XLL 

Well may thy sons, dear Caledonia, love 
With filial reverence thy sacred soil ; 
One flood of beauty spreads thy skies above. 
And flowery verdure clothes thy fields the while. 
Here, in the rocky glen and deep defile, 
Dread Winter's dreary desolation reigns ; 
And gentle Summer walks with loveliest smile. 
In queenly majesty along thy plains ; 
While Awtumii crowns thy year with rich and ^o\d«ii^\\iSK 
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XLII. 

And there is music ui thy rippling rills, 
Which soothes the bosom by its native chime ; 
And there is language in thy towering hills, 
Which speaks to all in eloquence sublime. 
Long have thy rocks withstood the war of Time, 
And bade defiance to the raging storm ; 
The eaglet nestles in its loftier clime. 
And scans with piercing eye each varied form 
Which dares thy awful steep, thou beauteous Cairngorm. ^ 

XLIII. 

Land of the brave and good, my native land ! 
The page of song is bright in praise of thee ; 
No son of thine shall stain with impious hand 
The glorious records of thy bravery ! 
Oh, may those patriot hearts undaunted be, 
Like walls of adamant around our isle, 
To guard from foreign foe that mystic tree 
Which blooms supernal on our mountain soil. 
And underneath whose shade the sons of genius smile ! 

XLIV. 

Who has not heard of those gigantic deeds. 
Those dread achievements of departed days,^ 
When far in battle-field, 'mid prancing steeds 
And furious combat's desolating blaze. 
Our mountain-heroes boldly rushed, to raise 
Britannia's banner in triumphant fight ; 
When Gallic foemen trembled with amaze. 
And stained their prowess in ignoble flight. 
Or sunk ia death before such prodigies of might 1^ 
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XLV. 

Ah ! who that heard can e'er again forget 
The more than mortal energy of thine, 
Which dimmed a despot's sun for ever set,^ 
And swept in fury his heroic line ? 
Yes, Caledonia ; fame and truth combine 
To laud thy conquest and thy mercy too ; 
And sooner shall thy mountains know decline, 
And pass away as fleeting shadows do, 
Than time shall blot thy name from deathless Waterloa 

XLVI. 

Well may thy sons, beloved Scotia ! sigh, 
When doomed to exile on a foreign shore ; 
Well may they gaze in tearful agony ^ 
Upon a land which shall be theirs no more. 
Twas thus in times of old, when chieftains boi«, 
In lordly pride, such high despotic sway, — ^ 
The weeping clansmen, in their anguish, tore 
Their hearts, and homes, and little ones away, 
To seek in sunnier climes the beams of brighter day. 

XLVII. 

'Twas thus in wailings of unbroken woe 
They wandered forth an outcast band, -to mourn ; 
Their native hills were all deserted now. 
And they had left their cottage hearths forlorn. 
Ah ! well they knew they should no more return, 
To lay their ashes where their fathers slept ! 
The beauteous rose might deck the mountain thorn, 
And summer smile where they in anguish wept. 
But they far hence would be o'er ocean's \)i\\o'wa s^^^^. 
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XLVIII. 

Yet would they keep, in sealed and deathless love, 
The fond remembrance of their native home ; 
And though propitious skies might shine above, 
And they in peace 'mid verdant valleys roam, 
Still would the image of their country come 
In sweetest vision o'er their spirit's dream ; 
And oft at evening-tide, o'er ocean's foam. 
Their pensive thoughts would seek the setting beam 
That shed its softened light upon their mountain stream. 

XLIX. 

Such were the dreams that fleeted o'er their mind, 
And all their fears and all their hopes were one. 
The gray-haired patriarch they left behind, 
With streaming eyes embraced his parting son ; 
He knew his closing race would soon be run. 
And thus he prayed with upward lifted eyes : — 

" Oh, let thy will, Almighty Power, be done. 
And shed thy richest blessings from the skies 

On these my children dear, my only eai*thly ties 1 



" And let the mercy of my father's God 
Protect and bless and comfort them for aye ; 
And as I kneel upon this hallowed sod. 
Whose dewy turf must soon enshrine my clay, 
One fervent wish before thy throne I lay : 
Oh ! may this wish in fullest hope be given, — 
That though we part to meet no more, we may, 
When o'er the billows of life's waters driven, 

Unite with holier joy, to part no more, in heaven ! " 



THE HIGHLANDS OF SCOTLAND. 31 

LL 

And when the good old sire had ceased to speak, 
One gush of feeling rent each aching breast. 
Id sweet and lingering light, the last faint streak 
Of parting day illumed the golden west ; 
Already was the moon's autumnal crest 
In orient radiance o'er the mountains hung ; 
No sounds awoke that calm and peaceful rest, 
Save when was heard their last and farewell song, 
Which faintly, far away, in trembling accents rung. 

LIL 

And they have left their loved and lovely land, 
And they shall gaze upon its hills no more ! 
The heather-bell may bloom on Scotia's strand. 
And rippling waters kiss its pebbled shore ; 
But they have gone, as some have gone before, 
To rest their spirits in a distant clime ; 
And coming years shall not again restore 
Their sweet green vales and mountain heights sublime. 
For they have ceased to claim inlieritance in time. 

LIII. 

Bright in the eaat the beams of dawning day 
Effulgent shed the glories of their light ; 
And flowery summer's pure and genial ray 
Supplants the footsteps of retiring night 
Here would I linger with supreme delight. 
Illustrious Athol ! 'mid thy waving woods i^ 
Here would the Muse, in high aerial flight, 
Surmount those vales where awful Silence broods. 
And hold sweet converse in thy gorgeous Bo\itvi^<&^ 
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LIV. 

And thon, Dunkeld, whose calm and Sabbath smile ^^ 
In richest beauty meets my raptured view, 
Oh ! as I roam through memory's " long-drawn aisle," 
And there the vision of my dreams renew, — 
Arise again as thou wert wont to do, 
In all thy peaceful loveliness arrayed ; 
And be thy sky the pure cerulean blue. 
Whose light has oft upon thy waters played. 
And spread a mellower bloom around thy sylvan shade ! 

LV. 

How oft in other and more awful times 
Tlian those which smile upon our country now, 
Has Scotland's blackened catalogue of crimes 
Ignoble hung around her fallen brow ! 
Blood stained thy verdant meads, and every bough 
Instinctive trembled in the tempest's thrill ; 
The wizard spirits sought thy shade, and thou 
Responsive rung in wailings loud and shrill, [hill.^ 
From Bimam's clustering wood to famed Dunsinane's 

LVI. 

And sounds were heard which none may hear again. 
And lurid lights around thy mountaius played ; 
Dark Superstition held her triumphs then,^ 
And veiled thy beauty in her midnight shade. 
But thou art now in other garb arrayed. 
Sublime remembrance of departed dreams. 
Oh ! as I roam in peace thy dewy glades, 
And gaze enraptured on thy shining streams. 
Inspire the Muse to sing in nobler, glowing themes. 
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LVIL 

Bright in the sunset of departed years 
Those sacred visions to my mind arise ; 
Thy old and hallowed pile majestic rears 
Its mouldering turrets to thy cloudless skies.^ 
Oh ! noblest structure in a nation's eyes — 
Terrestrial dwelling of the " Lofty One" — 
How oft have holy thoughts and pensive sighs 
Within thy walls from pilgrim's bosom gone, 
On pure devotion's wing, as incense to the thron& 

LVIIL 

But now around these venerated walls 
The mantling ivy in profusion spreads ; 
And in those awful, consecrated halls, 
Where ghostly fathers bent adoring heads, — 
Even there the foot of reckless wanderer treads 
With steps unmindful of such sacred sod ; 
And as he muses on thy wasting shades. 
And altars sacred to devotion's God, 
He reads thy glory gone— thy name is Ichabod. 

LIX. 

Oh ! I remember well those holy hours 
Of blissful thought which I have passed in thee : 
Thy valleys smiled in all the bloom of flowers. 
And balmy zephyrs wafted o'er the lea ; 
Thy rustic villagers, from labour free. 
In gladness hied them to the house of prayer ; 
Thy chime of Sabbath-bells was dear to me. 
For truth, and peace, and loveliness were there, 
To bid the spirit rest that sought reliei tram cax^. 

3 
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xLX. 

And in the murmur of thy noble stream, 
And in the echo of thy fretted aisle, 
The heavenly accents of that holy theme 
Spoke peace to man, abundant peace the while ; 
And in the melody of Nature's smile 
Was blended deep the sweet seraphic strain. 
Oh ! what could then the raptured soul beguile 
With dreams of distant hope or earthly gain. 
When Peace had spread around her beautiful domain ! 

LXI. 

O Scotia ! much thy virtues are revered. 
Unfading honours crown thy humble head ; 
To patriot hearts thou ever art endeared, 
For in their cause thy noblest sons have bled. 
• But though a Wallace and a Bruce have spread 
To every laud the terror of thy fame. 
The fathers of the Covenant have shed 
The brightest glories round thy sacred name, 
And from thy children they immortal honours claim. 

LXII. 

Sweet be your lot, ye sons of rural toil. 
Who tend your bleating flocks on hill and plain ; 
May bounteous Heaven in richest blessings smile. 
And crown your labours with abundant gain ! 
Nor shall the fond and willing Muse disdain 
To wake her numbers in such lowly theme, 
When Israel's mighty king in loftiest strain, 
And Mantua's classic bard in loved esteem, 
Olhuwhle shepherd sung, and sang of vale and stream. 
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LXIIL 

Oft o'er the heath-clad mead at evening-tide 
The plaided rustics bend their homeward way ; 
While o'er the echoing hill is heard to glide 
The joyful hum of village far away. 
Sweet consummation of departed day 1 
To meet again when summer's task is done ; 
And in the calm and leafy wood to stray, 
Where mossy streams in sweetest cadence run, 
And where affection's smile and dearest love are won. 

LXIV. 

How sweet to linger at the cottage door, 
And fondly gaze upon the sunlit skies, 
When from afar the softened echoes pour 
Upon the heart their mountain melodies ! 
O scene of bliss 1 the fevered soul would prize 
In deathless truth such sweet and Sabbath hours ; 
And while such dreams of peaceful thought arise, 
Perfumed in all the redolence of flowers, [showers. 
Oh ! be their sunshine bright, their skies undimmed by 

LXV. 

Far 'mid the beauty of the western waves, 
Thy verdant islands, Caledonia, lie ; 
And through their dark and melancholy caves 
The howling winds on wings of fury fly. 
And ever as the midnight hour draws nigh. 
And ocean spirits hover on the gale. 
At solemn intervals is heard the sigh' 
Of shipwrecked mariners, whose dying wail 
In piercing accents teJIs a sad and dismal tale. 
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LXVI. 

Here famed loua rears its sacred head,'^ 
And claims from pious hearts their best regard ; 
Here sleep the ashes of the mighty dead, — 
The king, the priest, the courtier, and the bard.'^ 
Meet resting-place for those whose high reward 
Was sought in nobler and sublimer skies ; 
For those who first with exultation heard 
The soothing voice of truth and mercy rise, 
Like angel whispers breathed in heavenly melodies. 

LXVII. 

Isle of the sea, beloved lona, hail ! 
Bright spot of earth compared to all around ;** 
When shall the song of sacred truth prevail. 
Where shall the record of thy fame be found? 
When shall again such noble zeal abound 
As blessed the spirit of thy better days? 
When famed Columba trod thy classic ground,^ 
And bade the splendour of religion blaze, 
Till all admiring lands had sung his deathless praise. 

LXVIII. 

Illustrious theme on which to moralize. 
Unfailing source of deep and lofty song ; 
Oh ! as I see those splendid ruins rise^ 
Whose fame and being ages shall prolong. 
Come from amid that bright and sainted throng, 
Immortal essence, where thy glories shine, 
And let thy mantle fall on me, among 
The least of those who worship at thy shrine. 
And bid my spirit glow with energy divine. 
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LXIX. 

Nor shall the Muse forget to wing her flight 
To wondrous Staffa's oft-frequented isle,^ 
Where autumn's sunbeam pours its latest light, 
And starry hosts display their sweetest smile. 
What wild magnificence, illustrious pile, 
Pervades the grandeur of thy solemn shade ! 
What noble architect, with giant toil. 
The deep foundations of thy glory laid, 
And reared above the waves such gorgeous colonnade? 

LXX. 

How rich is Nature in omniflc power. 
How deep the wisdom of her high decrees ! 
The lofty mountain, and the tender flower. 
The howling tempest, and the balmy breeze, — 
These all proclaim her mysteries, and these 
Are spread afar in every varied clime : 
Those scattered emeralds set in " silver seafi,'' 
Which stand coeval with Creation's prime. 
Bespeak in Nature's cause an agency sublime. 

LXXI. 

And these are spread in loveliest vista now. 
Like gems of ocean of a thousand dyes : 
Here lofty Jura lifts her shining brow,^ 
And nightly whispers to the moonlit skies ; 
And far beyond, the heights of Arran rise^ 
In awful grandeur from Atlantic deeps ; 
In proudest majesty her might defies 
The wild tempestuous hurricane, which sweeps 
In deacHatiDg rage around her rocky steeps. 
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LXXII. 

Oh ! I could linger here and gaze on thee, 
Thou ever-beauteous, ever- varying scene ; 
And fondly musing on thy land and sea, 
Becall the glory of thy times again. 
Where now the spirit of that feudal reign, 
Which spread o'er thee the horrid pomp of war;*® 
When jealous chieftains sped the marshalled plain, 
And sought, with banners streaming from afar, [star? 
To dim the light which beamed on thee from Freedom's 

LXXIII. 

Far other toils engage thy people now. 
Far other sounds awake the evening sky : 
For holy men have trod thy plains, and thou 
Hast heard the voice of Wisdom from on high ;*^ 
And now those dreams of dark delusion fly. 
Which long have brooded o'er these noble isles ; 
And valleys ring in guileless revelry 
And sweet contentment fondly sits, and smiles 
In glens which sheltered oft the foeman and his spoils. 

Lxxrv. 

And rural beauty decks thy deep green hills. 
And nobler thoughts possess the Scottish mind ; 
The direful note of war no longer thrills 
In doubtful echoes on tha trembling wind. 
Thy garb of varied hue is now enshrined 
Among the annals of thy matchless name ;*2 
And with the plough and pruning-hook combined. 
Thy trusty swords have gathered truer fame 
Than ever claymore could in deeds oi ^toi^eaa O^tcu 
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LXXV. 

And Scotia's hamlets teem with happy hearts, 
And kindness beams in every glistening eye ; 
The graphic page its meed of praise imparts, 
And lauds her boundless hospitality.*^ 
Those lovely " lochs," on which the evening sky** 
Reflects the glories of its heavenly beam, 
Resound the hymns of pious melody,** 
Which come in plaintive and harmonious theme 
From shallop far away upon the moonlit stream. 

LXXVI. 

And I have roamed thy sweet and sunny plains, 
Beloved land ! where chieftains nobly fought ; 
And I have listened to thy mountain strains 
In all the rapture of ecstatic thought ; 
And I have heard the pibroch's thrilling note 
In solemn coronach lament the dead,*® 
Till distant hills and valleys far remote 
Renewed the echo as it faintly spread. 
And died upon the breeze that wafted o'er my head. 

LXXVII. 

Yet is there one sweet spot of holy ground 
More lovely far than all the world beside : 
It is where Nature's sweetest smiles abound, 
And Fancy's visions float on fairy tide ; 
It is the land amid whose flowery pride 
The " Great Magician" woke his potent spell ;*' 
And where the spirits of his heroes glide — 
From famed Glenfinlas to that lovely dell*^ ' 
Where Ellen's uobJe name and fame iox evet ^^^^"^ 
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LXXVIII. 

Oh ! in that gorgeous paradise of bloom 
My spirit glowed with inspiration's fire ; 
And as I saw the silver stars relume, 
And heard the music of their heavenly choir, 
I seized with trembling hand that sylvan lyre 
Which oft hath blessed me by its gentle strain ; 
And as I linger now in fond desire 
To hear the echo of that song again, 
Its dreams are all away in shadows o'er the plain. 

LXXIX. 

And moonlight beauty sleeps on Lomond's wave, 
And there is glory in that cloudless sky ; 
Those mystic stones which mark a chieftain's grave,^ 
And point the spot where village worthies lie, — 
Oh ! these awake the soul's sincerest sigh, 
And tell the record of their simple tale. 
But as I gaze, with sad and tearful eye, 
Upon that peaceful, solitary vale. 
The shades of evening fall on mountain, stream, and dale. 

LXXX. 

And now, my own loved lyre, thy task is done. 
And I must leave thee in thy native dell ; 
Those chiming streams may still aa sweetly run 
As when I listened to thy soothing spelL 
Yet am I sad to bid thee thus farewell. 
Thou dear companion of my happier days ! 
Oh ! could thy chords in nobler raptures swell. 
And claim the proudest attributes of praise, 
J could not love thee more for such exalted lays ! 
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LXXXI. 

For I have loved thee with devotion's love, 
And I will love thee in devotion still. 
Those bright blue skies may ever shine above. 
And shed their glory on the gushing rill ; 
But blissful dreams of thee for ever will 
Upon this heart in hallowed beauty shine. 
And if the zephyr, wafting o'er the hill. 
Shall wake again those slumbering chords of thine. 
Oh ! be their numbers strung to melody divine. 
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THE SHIELD OF ACHILLES. 

TRANSLATED FROM EOMER. 



INVOCATION. 

Gome from thy i>eacefnl shade among the woods, 
My lyre ! fond solace of my early days ; — 
And from those d^lls where sweetest beauty broods, 
And streamlets glitter in the noontide rays ; 
Come let me wake again those rustic lays, 
That oft have blessed me by their simple strain; 
And while my heart its fervent homage pays. 
Where smiling Nature holds her lovely reign. 
Companion of my youth, awake thy songs again. 

And though the deep green hill and mossy vale 
Possess for thee a glow of purest bloom ; 
Though there be beauty in the heathy dale. 
Which has no being round the warrior's tomb ; — 
Tet as the visions of the past illume 
With holy light that fair and classic clime. 
Where famed Achilles bore the hero's plume, 
And proudly marched to victory sublime ; 
Oh 1 wake thy chords, as when thou wert in all thy primei 

And as I sing of that stupendous shield. 
So blended deep amid immortal fame, — 
Whose magic might with glory crowned the field 
And spread afar the terror of its name, — 
Soul of the Bard inspire with holy flame. 
And o'er the Muse thy sacred mantle throw ! 
While as she speeds her high and onward aim. 
And basks in beauty of celestial glow, 
Shades of the past, approve the numbers as they flow. 

In ancient times, when o'er the Grecian plains 
The shouts of war in thrilling echoes spread ; 
When deeds of might were sung in deathless strains. 
And brightest glory crowned the victor's head ; — 
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The frowns of fate were o'er Achilles shed. 
And grieving Thetis wept her fallen son ; 
Bnt from her heart the gloom of terror fled 
When mighty Vulcan to her cause was won. 
And with gigantic skill his godlike work began. 



And, first, the god with art divine produced,* 

Sublimely rich, a large and solid shield. ^ 

Around the massy orb in bright display 

Of varied beauty shone each ornament ; — 

A bright resplendent circle, all enclosed, 

With triple fold of beauty ; and from it 

With silver pendant hung the noble shield. 

The spacious disk with five broad belts was formed, 

O'er which the god in vast profusion spread, 

In richest grace, the wonders of his skill 

There he described the azure vault of heaven, 

The verdant earth, and deep resounding sea. 

And there the unwearied sun and ample moon 

In brightest glory shone : the beaming stars, 

And all the galaxy that stud the sky. 

Poured down their light upon the grateful earth. 

The Pleiades, the Hyads, and the power 

Of bright Orion 3 shone ; and the huge Bear, 

Which mortal men denominate the Wain,* 

Far in the northern heavens revolves, and points 

His slanting beams to where Orion reigns ; 

He only of the bright celestial host 

Dips not the lustre of his silvery wings 

Amid the waters of the deep blue sea. — 

Two cities fair, and beautiful to view. 

And peopled well, the skilful artist madQ, 
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In one the feasts of bridal days were spread,^ 

And solemn pomp of fond connubial rites : 

The blooming brides were from their chambers led, 

And through the city, bright with flaming torch. 

The shouts of joy and hymns connubial rung, 

Resounding far amid the echoing sky. 

The joyous youths in wheeling circles formed 

The glad and mazy dance ; and pipe and lute 

In sweetest strains of melody were heard. 

Commingling oft with shouts of happy hearts. 

While in the beauty of their matchless charms 

The matrons wondering stand, each in the shade 

And vestibule of her own home the scene enjoys. — 

Fast to the hall the eager crowd repair. 

Where strife and discord hold triumphant sway. 

There in the exercise of hot dispute 

Two citizens contend ; a townsman slain 

The subject of their strife. The one affirmed. 

In audience of the crowd, that he the price 

And penalty of blood had paid, and all 

Demands of justice faithfully discharged. 

The other vowed that he had nought received. 

So both resolved their witnesses to cite. 

And prove in presence of the judges there 

The truth of what they said : both claim the prize. 

And eager seek to end the noisy strife. 

The listening auditors alternate shout 

In praise of him whose cause they have espoused. 

Divided as they were to whom belonged 

The proud award of having proved his claim. 

The heralds call for peace, and quell the burst 

Of partial feeling which the throng displays. — 
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In solemn state the reverend judges sat 

Around the ring on fair aud polished stones ; 

And in their hands a herald's sceptre held, 

With which they rose, and law and sage advice 

Alternate gave. And there -before them lay 

Two shining talents of effulgent gold,^ 

The prize for him who proved his cause the best — 

The other city in its beauty stood, 

Invested round with two besieging hosts, 

Who, in their shining panoply arrayed. 

Disputed much how they should subjugate 

And force the keepers of the place to yield. 

This seeks the doom and overthrow of all 

Who have a dwelling in the fated town ; — 

While that^ with generous proposal, seeks 

To share the plunder with the vanquished foe. 

Meanwhile, with ardour patriotic fired. 

And dauntless hearts, the citizens prepare 

To shield from danger and invading foes 

Their fatherland, their country, and their home. 

In fearless might the tender spouses stood 

Defenders of the walls, in concert joined 

With blooming youths, and men of hoary age. 

Forth from the city rushed the warrior bands, 

Led on to glory, and to conquest led. 

By Mars and Pallas too ; each power divine' 

Was shining gold, and golden garments wore. 

Fair and majestic in their armour clad, 

With forms of beauteous mould, erect they moved, 

In Doble contrast to the lowlier crowd. 

With grace and dignity befitting gods. 

But when they reached that lone and aacied %^t. 
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Which they had chosen for their ambascade, 
Where from the waters of the rushing river 
The varied cattle drank, there sat they down, 
Arrayed in armour of resplendent brass. 
And at a distance, on a neighbouring height. 
From all the rest apart, two scouts were set 
To watch the coming of the flocks and herda 
Nor did they tarry long, for soon they came ; 
And with them came two rustic shepherd swains. 
Who, dreading not the danger that beset 
The peaceful path they oft had trod before, 
Were pouring forth from sweet and tuneful pipes 
The pleasing strains of woodland melody. 
Forth from their ambush rusbed the wily spies. 
And seized with ruthless hands the lowing herds, 
And flocks of spotless fleece ; the shepherds they 
In wanton rage destroy ; and soon afar 
Is heard the echo of the oxen's cry. 
The distant foe, in solemn council met. 
Astonished hear the wild tumultuous roar ; 
And, on their coursers fleet, away they haste 
Whence come the sounds which flUed them with alarm. 
There on the margin of the river's flow 
In combat they engaged, and furious struck 
Each one his fellow with their brazen spears. 
Then tumult raged, and war, and horrid strife, 
And fatal destiny, on awful throne 
Possessed imconquered sway. Fate ruthless seized 
A chief of high command, a victim now. 
Pale and exhausted from his recent wounds, 
And bleeding on the field. Another she 
Unhurt in bondage held ; and still a third. 
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With whom the strife of mortal woes had ceased, 

And on whose cheek the tyrant Death had fixed 

His ghastly image, by the feet she dragged 

Amid the fury of ignoble strife, 

And battle's deadliest rage. Deep stained with blood 

Her garments hung around her, as she thus 

Each army urged to carnage and to death. 

These, in similitude to living men, 

In thickest combat rushed, and furious fought. 

And dragged the dead from each alternate side. — 

There also he described a fertile field 

Of fallow land, wide-spreading and well-tilled ; 

In which a multitude of rustic swains 

Drove to and fro the venerated plough. 

And ever as they reached the utmost verge 

And limits of the field, a man they met. 

Who, joyous, in their hands a goblet placed 

Of rich and luscious wine ; and then, inspired 

With vigour new, each one himself applies. 

More eager still to see his furrows form. 

And gain the borders of the well-ploughed land. 

Soon far and wide the sable ridges rise 

In X^uick succession, as the hasting steers 

Throw up the yielding earth, which seemed in hue 

Besembling much the dark and furrowed soil 

When newly cleft : aud yet all these were made 

Of bright and yellow gold, so rich in art 

And magic skill appeared this wondrous work. — 

Another field the god ingenious formed. 

Abounding much in rich and waving com : 

Ifciid which the reapers diligently plied 

Their gladsome rural tajsk ; and in their lianAs 
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The sickle sharp they wield, whose shining blade, 

With keenest edge, bestrews the countless grain 

In thick profusion o'er the furrowed land. 

And where the reapers lead the onward way. 

In close succession come the binders too. 

Three of their number press the healthful toil, 

And urge it to a close ; and after them, 

With well-filled arms, the busy children come. 

Presenting still their bundles to be bound. 

In midst of these, and resting on his staff. 

The master silent stood, well pleased in heart 

To see the beauty of his teeming field, 

And mark the order which pervaded alL 

Apart from these, and underneath the shade 

Of spreading oak, the busy hinds prepare 

A rich repast : a large and fatted ox 

Is slain and dressed ; and youthful maidens mix 

Of whitest flour, though homely simple fare, 

The plenteous supper for the reaper-bands. — 

A vineyard too upon the shield he formed 

Of beauteous gold, and fraught with ripest fruit : 

The purple clustering grapes depending, hung 

From blooming boughs, with richest foliage crowned. 

And from beneath their sweet umbrageous shade. 

And 'mid that paradise of fruits and flowers, 

The leafy tendril clasped the parent vines, 

Upheld in healthful vigour, and upheld 

In beauty too, by rows of silver poles 

In meetest order ranged. Around this fair 

And lovely land an azure fosse he formed, 

And fenced it round with glittering hedge of tin. 

One path, and one alone, conducted here. 
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The dressers of the vines, and those who plucked 
The luscious grape, when from its pendent boughs, 
In full maturity of loveliest bloom. 
The nectared clusters hung. There manlj youths 
And fairest virgins, on whose blushing cheeks 
The smiles of beauty glowed, the fruit conveyed 
In baskets rare of osier branches made. 
And in their midst a young and artless boy 
Was sweetly hymning on his dulcet lute 
The sounds of melody, and as he went, 
And sung in concert to his melting strains, 
They, in the rapture of their joyous hearts. 
Alternate struck the soft and verdant earth 
With light and merry feet ; and shouts of joy 
And songs of peace unite, commingling sweet 
In fondest unison, as on they went 
In paths of innocence and paths of peace. — 
And on this wondrous shield the artist reared 
A herd of oxen, numerous and strong : 
Of gold and tin he formed them ; and erect. 
With upright horns, they wandered from their stalls 
And sought with lowing cry the verdant fields. 
Where they might pasture by the gushing stream, 
Whose cooling waters murmured in their flow, 
Among the rustling reeds. Four shepherds there. 
Of golden fabric made, the herd secured ; 
And after them nine swift and trusty dogs 
Instinctive followed. There in peace they lay. 
When, from the thickets of the distant wild. 
Two lions furious rush, and on a bull. 
Among the foremost of the herd, they seize, 
And drag him anward, bellowing as lie go%&. 

4 
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From his great agony. With fearless speed 
The herdsmen and the dogs the chase pursue. 
But vain their hope, their firm endeavours vain ; 
For from his bleeding frame they reckless tear 
His gory hide, and with devouring rage 
His entrails eat, and lap the streaming blood. 
With vain attempt the shepherds strive to raise 
The fury of the dogs ; they turn away, 
And shrinking back, avoid the combat dire 
With angry howl, and loud and furious bark. — 
And next the skilful god, in beauty, graved 
Fair pasture-lands amid the verdant vales ; 
And o'er their dewy meads the fleecy flocks 
Of silver whiteness roamed ; and there he reared, 
In architecture of romantic form, 
The shepherd's cottage and the lambkins' fold. 
And now to these, with ever-varying skill, 
He added next the gay and mazy dance,® 
Besembling much that animated round 
Of festive scenes, which Daedalus prepared® 
In times of old, amid the flowery fields 
Of far-famed Cnossus, for the beautiful ^° 
And fair-haired Ariadne. There the fond ^'■ 
And nimble youths, and lovely maidens, danced 
With happiest hearts ; and as they tripped along 
United, hand in hand, they lightly pressed 
Upon the smiling variegated earth 
With measured steps. And beauteously arrayed 
The virgins were, in purest linen robes. 
Of bright and spotless hue, which round their fair 
And graceful forms in sweet profusion hung. 
And then the youths, in well- wrought tunics clad. 



THE SHIELD OF ACHILLES. 51 

Shone in their garments, as anointed o'er 

With pure and limpid oiL With coronets 

And garlands fair the former were adorned ; 

While golden glittering swords the latter wore, 

From silver belts depending. These amid 

The circles moved with swift, well-ordered step, — 

Just as the potter, when before his wheel 

With nice endeavour seated, seeks to know 

If his most handy work will roll with ease. 

And now again the merry dancers move 

With lightsome step to each alternate side ; 

And as in lines and mazes multiform 

They urge their varied way, a circling crowd 

Admiring stands, and much the scene enjoys. 

In midst of these two wondrous actors throw 

Their pliant limbs into a thousand forms ; 

And as they thus in mimic gesture move. 

And feats exhibit of amazing skill. 

In pleasing song their mingling voices rise. — 

And last of all, around this noble shield, 

With art divine, he skilfully described 

The wavy majesty of ocean's flow. — 

And when this vast and varied work was formed, 

In truest beauty and design complete. 

He next prepared with undiminished might 

A shining corselet, whose efi*ulgent glow 

Outrivalled far the blaze of brightest flame. 

This done, a massy helmet next he made. 

Magnificently grand, and fitted well 

To grace the warrior's brow. All bright it was, 

And beauteously with every art adorned; 

While high above it shone a golden crest. 
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And then for him the skilful god prepared, 
Of pliant tin, impenetrable greaves. 
And when this rich and noble panoply 
Completed was, by Vulcan far renowned,^^ 
He in his hands the sacred treasure bore, 
And laid it down at feet of her who gave^^ 
The famed Achilles birth : she with the speed ^* 
Of swiftest falcon urged her airy way 
From proud Olympus and its snowy heights,^* 
And from the god, who thus bis power displayed 
In works of noblest skill, she bore the gift, 
Kesplendent much, an offering to her son. 
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PARTHIA. 

AN HISTORICAL POEM. 



•• What is writ, is writ.— would it were worthier I " 



Aroumbnt. — Invocation — Origin ofParthia — Expulsion of the SeUtit- 
ddcu — Agathocles insults Tiriddtes — Arsdces kills the tyrant, and a»- 
sumes the reins of government — Arsdces gathers a few of his friends, and 
expels the Macedonians — Stibjugation of Hyrcania, and fall of the gov- 
ernor Seleiunis Callimachvs — Arsdces is mortally wounded — His apos- 
trophe to Parthia — Bequeaths the crown to his brother, Tiriddtes — His 
death — Reign of Tvridaies — His achievements — The Royal Camp pitched 
on the plains ofCtesiphon — Stoay of Mithriddtes — Conquest of Syria — Vast 
accession of glory to the Parthian lynne by his splendid a/-hievements — Sub- 
fnission of the Indian Chiefs — Conquest of Armenia — Home — Crassus sets 
out against the Parthians — Arrives at Brundusium — Embarks — Dread- 
ful storm — Several of his ships founder ai sea — His arrival on the coast of 
Syria — March to Jerusalem — Apostrophe — Robs the Temple — His name 
feared by surrounding nations — Arrival of the Parthian Ambassadors — 
His answer — Arrival of Orodes and Surgna vnth tlu Parthian Legions — 
Thunder-storm — The Romans terrified — Crassus urges them on to baitle — 
Arrival of Artabasus, King of Armenia — The scouts arrive to inform 
Crassus of the approach of the Parthian Armies — Their overwhelming 
attack on the Romans— Death of Crassus the younger — Bloody conflict — 
Tlie Romuns are defeated — Crassus is slain — Dispersion of the Romans — 
Apostrophe — Rome resolves to avenge her disgrace — Battle between the 
Romans and Parthians — Rom^ is victorious under Ventidius — Fall of the 
Parthian Empire — Apostrophe — Conclusion. 



I. 

O Parthia ! Parthia ! thou art fallen now ; 
The glory of thy fame hath passed away. 
The wreath of honour once bedecked thy brow, 
And thou wert mighty in thy proud array ; 
The minstrels sung, in their heroic lay, 
The praise and prowess of thy rising fame ; 
And nations round beheld thee with dismay 
Convoke thy mighty men, whose highest aim 
Should be to tell the world the dread o£ Part\i\a!^ x^sysskfe. 
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II. 

Time was when thou, unseen to human eye, 
Lay hid and silent in the womb of Fate, 
Till with aspiring wing careering high, 
Thou burst the bondage of thy prison gate, 
And in the majesty of regal state 
Came forth to conquer, and to " sit a queen ;" 
To join thy counsels with the good and great, 
"Who graced thy retinue with courtly mien, 
And bade thee rule in peace, where despots long had been. 

III. 

Bright was the dawning of that fated day 
Which saw thee marshalled in gigantic might. 
Which saw thee drive the proud Seleucidae^ 
In noble triumph from the field of fight : 
So falls the avalanche from Alpine height, 
And so fell they that thou mightst reap the prize ; 
So on the footsteps of retiring Night 
The glorious beams of morning sun arise. 
To bless a grateful world with more congenial skies. 

IV. 

What time the proud Agathocles disdained ^ 
With haughty soul to act a kingly part ; 
What time the laws of honour were profaned, 
And Tiridates, with insulted heart,^ 
Beneath the tyrant's lash was doomed to smart,— 
'Twas then the noble ArsS-ces arose,* 
Who, with indignant soul and deadly dart. 
Resolved to free his country from its woes. 
And called hia chosen band to 8vi\))wg».tft their foes. 
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V. 

Twas then the tyrant's trembling soul beheld 
The daring spirit of those dauntless men ; 
He saw the remnant of that power dispelled 
Which he had wielded in his hated reign : 
Full well he knew he should no more again 
In regal dignity that sceptre sway ; 
He saw the honours of his noble train 
Like leaves in autumn wither all away. 
While he was left alone, — the victim of dismay. 

VI. 

Twas even so ; Agathocles was right, 
His numbered hour was hovering on the wing ; 
The writing on the wall in lurid light 
Proclaimed the ruin of the fallen king. 
He saw the mighty torrent gathering 
Which should engulf him in its blackening wave ; 
He heard the clang of arms around him ring, 
And wished to combat when too late to save, 
For Ars^lces was there, the bravest of the brave. 

VII. 

One awful struggle did the tyrant make 
To vent his fury on the chieftain's head ; 
One effort more, and every foe might quake 
Beneath the horrors of despotic dread. 
Twas vain ; no human hand could save. Amid 
The shouts of vengeance and infuriate hate 
He fell, — the proud Agathocles feU dead ; 
And there was none to weep his evil fate. 
For Parthia now was free, and in her freedom, ^«b\- 
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XIV. 

Long, long in peace, did Tiridates sway 
The noble sceptre of his fatherland ; 
The king and people flourished day by day, 
Like trees that by the water-courses stand : • 
No cowardly foeman ever dared to brand 
The sacred name of that heroic race. 
Who did not tremble when the dire command 
Went forth to sweep the vassal from his place ; 
For Parthia's potent arm was vengeful in disgrace. 

XV. 

Oft did thy nobles from their halls retire, 
To seek contentment in the rural shade ;' 
Oft did the peaceful wood the soul inspire 
With holy musings on the sacred dead. 
There on the plain the frequent camp was spread, 
And princes met to worship at thy shrine ; 
There sunbeams played around the monarch's head. 
And truth and beauty met as things divine 
To consecrate the peace which, Parthia, now was thine. 

XVI. 

Much did the glory of thy fame augment. 
When Mithridates charged the common foe :^ 
His mighty soul, on new achievements bent. 
Laid Syria's king and all his princes low ; 
His vast dominions spread from Indus' flow 
To where Euphrates rolls its rapid tide ; 
He bade his legion hosts to glory go. 
And on they went in their triumphant pride. 
To spread the name and fame of Parthia far and wide. 
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XVII. 

Oh, glorious conquests crowned the victor's head, 
As field on field in rich reward was won ; 
His deeds of arms o'er all the nations spread, 
As mighty Israel's of old had done : 
Even from the rising to the setting sun 
Was Parthia's name revered, her power confessed ; 
The Indian chiefs submissive came to own 
The potent charm of Mithridates' crest. 
And famed Armenia bowed to his supreme behest. 

XVIII. 

Not so the cohorts of the Western World. 
Proud Bome disdained the glory of a peer ; 
O'er all the lands her banners were unfurled, 
And nations trembled when the foe drew near : 
But Parthia's genial plains were all too dear, 
Too sacred ground for Eoman foot to tread ; 
The patriot bosom knew not aught of fear. 
Though hosts on hosts aroimd them gathered, 
For Fate's benignant star shone brightly oW their head. 

XIX. 

It shone, the harbinger of brighter day 
Than yet had dawned upon the Parthian sky. 
Oh, who could dare the brave Arsacidae? 
Who could the prowess of their might defy ? — 
As well presume to drain the ocean dry. 
Or cease the source of its exhaustless springs ; 
As soon expect to see those mountains fly. 
Which oft beheld unutterable things 
Achieved in Parthia's name, as brave her k\u^ oi Vwi^ 
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XX. 

Yet Crassus dared, with avaricious soul, 
The sacred laws of chivalry to slight ; 
His impious heart disdained to brook control, 
Or heed the omens of its faithful light ; 
So forth he went in unavailing might 
To plant his standard on a foreign strand, 
To lead his legions to unequal fight. 
And brave the genius of that Parthian band 
Who had so nobly driven the oppressor from their land. 

XXI. 

With joyous heart he bade his friends adieu, 
And bent his way to famed Brundusium's shore.^** 
FuU weU the tribune in his wisdom knew 
That Rome or friend should see his face no more : 
The gathering sky grew blacker than before, 
And signs portentous met his reeling eye ; 
The raging sea with loud tempestuous roar 
Dared him, who could its fury thus defy ; 
But Crassus laughed to scorn the wrath of sea and sky. 

XXII. 

The howling tempest shook the boldest heart. 
As on they struggled through the mountain wave ; 
The drifting vessels soon were forced to part, 
And night, black night, no cheering prospect gave : 
Fate sat triumphant o'er their ocean grave. 
And seemed to mock the agonies they bore ; 
No hand was there omnipotent to save. 
For thousands who had braved the seas before. 
Now in the pawning deep sank down, to rise no more. 
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XXIII. 

Yet thousands more, and trembling Crassus too, 
Outlived the horrors of that dread emprise ; 
The morning dawned upon the hapless crew 
With gentler gales, and more propitious skies. 
They saw the king of day in glory rise. 
And blessed the beauty of his welcome light ; 
But tears of .pity dimmed the warriors' eyes 
"When they remembered that too fatal night 
Which had engulfed in death their chosen men of might. 

XXIV. 

But Fate relented such destructive sway, 
And laid her hand upon the " Ocean's mane ; ** 
The stars of midnight shed a kindlier ray, 
And blessed their hearts with brighter hopes again ; 
The favouring breezes bore the scattered train 
With rapid sail toward their destined shore ; 
And soon on Syria's consecrated plain^^ 
They bid adieu to galley and to oar, 
And quit their native lands, — ^to visit them no more. 

XXV. 

With eager march the daring Crassus led 
His phalanx host to Salem's sacred towers.*^ 
Its green savannas in their bloom were spread 
With all the purest garniture of flowers. 
Sweet land of holy thought and Sabbath hours, 
Oh, much art thou to pious pilgrim dear ! 
May gentle peace descend in heavenly showers, 
And nations yet unborn thy name revere. 
Till thou shalt claim from all the tribute oi a teax. 
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XXVI. 

Not 80 thought Crassus as with foul intent 
He passed the portals of that holy land, 
And to the temple in his frenzy bent 
With eager haste, which none dared countermand. 
He went not thither by divine command, 
To pay his homage at devotion's shrine ; 
His impious heart, and sacrilegious hand, 
Loved golden treasure more than things divine, 
Nor priest nor foeman could impede his bold design. 

XXVII. 

No treasure seemed too sacred in his sight. 
No vow too solemn which he could not break ; 
The shining gold was his supreme delight. 
And here was plenty for the chief to take. 
Well might the guardian of that temple quake. 
If he opposed his avaricious mind. 
So all were gathered up for Crassus' sake, 
Even those which generous Pompey left behind. 
And all that holy men to pious ends designed. 

XXVIII. 

Such pompous triumph crowned the victor's head. 
Such glorious trophies strewed his onward way, 
The terror of his fame afar was spread. 
And kings and people bowed beneath his sway. 
Yet Parthia stood amid the wide dismay. 
And yielded not the glory of her name ; 
She heard of Crassus, and his dread array. 
And sent to know for what intent he came. 
Amid such distant lands, his prowess to proclaim. 
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XXIX. 

" Go," said the haughty chief, " and tell your king 
From Seleucia he shall hear of me ;^^ 
Then shall he know why Borne presumes to bring 
Her cohorts thus so far beyond the sea.''^* 

" Tis vain, Lord Crassus, 'tis a vain decree ! " 
Exclaimed the leader of that Parthian band ; 

" Those living eyes may never hope to see 
The native beauty of that distant land, 

For tenible in might is her uplifted hand.'' 

XXX. 

The morning Sun looked from his orient sky 
In dazzling brightness o'er the desert plain. 
And far away amid the mountains high 
Was heard the echo of the shepherd's strain. 
Sweet peace was there, and all its kindred train. 
And Nature smiled amid abundant bloom ; 
But Luna's light beheld another scene. 
For side by side in death's sepulchral gloom 
The Boman cohorts met inevitable doom. 

XXXI. 

From Parthia's Capitol Orodes came, 
And brave Surgna, foremost in the fight :^ 
What Boman foe could dim the patriot flame 
That brightly shone around these men of might ? 
In deep battalion did the hosts unite, 
A thousand thousand noble-hearted men ; 
Their country called them to defend its right. 
And they would not return in peace again 
Till they had conquered all, or perished with, llift «ia.m. 
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XXXII. 

The fated day of RomaD might drew nigh, 
And Crassus sighed to meet the Parthian foe ; 
But sudden darkness overspread the sky, 
And shed a fearful gloom on all below. 
The sheeted lightning flashed with lurid glow. 
And rolling thunders rent the vault of heaven. 
The howling winds in horrid tempest blow, 
While from the hills the massive rocks are riven, 
And with destructive bounds along the plain are driven. 

XXXIII. 

The scattered Bomans trembled with dismay, 
As if the gods had dared them to the field ; 
Upon their hearts a dreadful sadness lay. 
As stiU more loud the awful thunders pealed. 
Yet Crassus would not to their wishes yield. 
But urged them on with promises and tears ; 
So when they saw his wicked heart Was steeled 
To all entreaty and to all their fears. 
They followed to the fight amid conflicting cheers. 

XXXIV. 

Far in the deserts of that mountain land 
The Roman squadrons bent their dreary way ; 
No cheering waters cooled the burning sand, 
No sparkling fountain there was seen to play ; 
All, all around in waste morasses lay. 
Save where the hill its cloud-capped summit reared. 
Armenia's servile king had come to pay 
His vassal homage to the chief he feared,^* 
And now along the plain nor friend nor foe appeared. 
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XXXV. 

But soon, in terror, and with foaming steed. 

The breathless couriers thus their speech addressed : — 

" On, Crassus, on ! the Parthians come with speed ; 
They come in all their dread array confest, 
A countless myriad, the brave, and best 
That ever winged an arrow from the bow : 
On to the combat with thy waving crest, 
Nor tremble thou to meet the daring foe. 

For soon shall Parthia's king thy matchless prowess know.'' 

XXXVI. 

liike rushing torrent from the mountain's side. 
That sweeps the plain in its destructive flow. 
So did the Parthians in their martial pride 
Bush down impetuous on the Boman foe. 
One dreadful shout shook all the plain below. 
And rung horrific through the vaulted sky ; 
Another shout, and bright as sunbeams glow 
The countless hosts in shining panoply 
Arise, as from the earth, where they in ambush lie. 

XXXVII. 

In horrid conflict now the foes engage. 
And dread Destruction pours his darts around. 
What mighty Graul successful war could wage 
With famed SurSna, who no equal found ? 
From wide-distended bows the arrows bound 
With rapid flight, and thousands strew the plain ; 
The younger Crassus, far and wide renowned. 
With charge magnific led his chosen train. 
And rushed upon the foe, — but boldly rushed in '^^Vxi. 
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XXXVIII. 

Advancing now, and now pretending flight, 
With mingling shouts of victory and dread, 
The Parthian heroes with unequalled might 
Enclosed, retired, then charged again, and fled ; 
And in their flight as many thousands bled 
As when they forward rushed to meet the foe.^^ 
Much Crassus wished his fated son had sped 
To save his cohorts from such deadly blow ; 
But neither sire nor son could brave such overthrow. 

XXXIX. 

That fatal day, and that more dismal night, 
Beheld Italians star in darkness lower ; 
The field was covered with her men of might, 
And carnage reigned triumphant to devour. 
They fell the victims of superior power, 
And Bome lamented their inglorious end ;" 
Oh, much she cursed the unpropitious hour 
Which saw her chieftains to the Parthian bend, — 
That saw her Crassus die, unwept by foe or^friend. 

XL. 

Far o'er the boundless plain, in wild despair. 

The scattered legions seek their hopeless way ; 

No rampart bold, no mountain cave was there. 

To shelter them in their adversity. 

Well might the minstrel pour his pensive lay : — 
" Where are thy mighty men, O Boma, now ? 

How has thy glory fleeted all away. 

Like evening tints that gild the mountain's brow ! 
Where is thy boasted fame % — and^Crasaus, where art thou ? " 
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XLI. 

But other times of retribution came. 
And mighty Home in vengeful ire arose ; 
She knew the terror of her peerless name, 
And vowed revenge upon her Parthian foes. 
Oh ! she remembered well the fatal close 
Of that emprise which dimmed her beaming eye ; 
But brave SurSna came not now with those 
Who boldly came indignant to defy, 
And so she dreaded not their boasted bravery. 

XLII. 

Victorious Eome regained her lost renown ; 
And now in darkness drearier than before 
The glorious sun of Parthia's fame went down, 
To rise again upon her plains no more. 
Oh ! what a burst of agony she bore 
When on the field her proudest champions lay, 
When conquering Home with indignation tore 
The lingering relics of that power away 
Which over all the lands had waved triumphantly. 

XLIII. 

Weep, in thy fall, O injured Parthia, weep I 
Now was the season of thy deepest woe ; 
Thy splendid race of kings for ever sleep 
In all the gloom of that last deadly blow. 
Farewell ! 'tis done ; the stream of time njay flow. 
And nations change, but thou shalt changeless be ; 
The gorgeous Persian sways thy sceptre now. 
And Rome, thy rival, once the great and free, 
BLath perished like thyself, and sleeps in deaWi "7?\\Xi >Csi»i^. 
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TRAJ^SLATION IN SPENSEEIAN STANZA 

FBOM THE ILIAD OF HOMER 

Lines 388-403, lib. ziv. 

Illustrious Hector led the Trojans on, 

With noble front and proud opposing might; 
While Ocean's blue-haired god, in fearless tone, 

Aroused to conquest, to defend the right. 
Then flowed amain the direful flood of fight. 

And dauntless hearts in Freedom's cause beat high : 
This shed a halo of victorious light 

Along the vista of the Trojan sky ; 
That urged the Argives on, to conquer or to die. 

And when the Grecian tents unnumbered stood, 

And ships were floating in subHme array. 
The foaming billows poured their angry flood. 

And spread around the terror of dismay. 
Then rang afar the shouts of victory, 

The clang of arms o'er boundless fields of gore ; — 
Not louder dashes down the horrid spray 

Of ocean, thundering on the echoing shore. 
When from the stormy North the blasts of Winter roar. 

Not louder is the rush of furious flame 

Amid the thickets of the mountain wood. 
When desolation spreads, with raging aim. 

And crashing forests fall, where once they stood ; 
Not louder shrieks the wind, in angry mood. 

Through leafy groves, when howling tempests blow — 
Than was the shout that rent that solitude. 

When to the combat rushed each rival foe. 
And Greeks and Trojans met in deadly overthrow. 
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A CAEOL FOR THE NEW YEAR 

** Diem festum. sediens advexerit annus.* 

HORACE. 

The beauty of Summer is faded and gone, 

And the richness of Autumn is past ; 
No longer the floweret is seen on the plain, 
For the zephyr is hushed, and the nightingale's strain 

Is changed for the pitiless blast. 

The streamlet that murmured so sweetly along 

Hath ceased in its musical flow ; 
For around us the shadows of Winter now fall, 
And valley and meadow and mountain and all 

Are robed in a mantle of snow. ' 

No longer the glory of sunshine is spread 

Around the bright footsteps of day ; 
But the moon, in her beauty, looks down on the night, 
And smiles on the earth with a holier light 

Than the blaze of a noontide array. 

And brightly, amid the effulgence of heaven. 

The stars in their loveliness shine ; — 
Oh, sweetly they tell of the days that are gone. 
Of seasons of bliss that for ever have flown. 

Though sacred to Memory's shrine. 

But swiftly, on wings of expected delight. 

The days of festivity come ; 
And the young and the aged, the grave and the gay, 
Have banished the shadows of sorrow away 

From the sunshine of heart aud ol Yioiaft* 
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The cold and the gloom that are reigning without 

Are unf elt and unheeded within ; 
For the bright blazing fagots invitingly shed 
The glow of their influence over the head, 

When the festive allurements begin. 

And sweetly symbolic of beauty and peace, 

The bay and the holly entwine : 
The verdant profusion of Nature is hung, 
And the old Christmas Carol in ecstasy sung. 

Where innocent pleasures combine. 

And the festive-board teems with a splendid display 

Of all that is costly and rare : 
The flagons of wine are all sparkling and bright ; 
And each heart is a temple of fervent delight, 

Unwrung by the demon of care. 

The wassail-bowl, brimmed with the nectar of yore. 

Is. pledged to affection and love ; 
Each bosom responds to the generous flow 
Of love and of sentiment, pure as the glow 

That gleams in the welkin above. 

And fondly reflective of happier days. 

The minstrel in melody sings ; 
And he sweeps o'er his lyre, in the rapture of thought. 
Till the dreams of the past in their glory are brought, 

Like visions of sanctified things. 

And bright in the gleam of their living array 
The apirita of chivalry lise — 
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The breathings that float o'er the beauty of song 
Speak peace to the shade as it passes along 
To its purer abode in the skies. 

And the lingering echoes of melody fall 

On the sad and the sorrowful heart, 
Like the dewdrops that light on the beautiful flower, 
When the shadows of evening in majesty lower, 

And the sunbeams in glory depart. 

But the wheels of Old Time have encircled their space, 

And the dawnings of morning appear : 
The past is away, like a dream of the mind, 
And each heart and each hand are in unity joined 
To welcome the opening year. 

And our dreams of the future are gilded with hope, 

As we glance at the days that have been ; 
For the temple of Truth in its purity stands. 
Like the lamp of Eeligion, to lighten the lands 
Where the home of our childhood is seen. 

And the pathway to fame is invitingly strewed 
With the bloom and the beauty of flowers ; — 

Ah ! fondly we gaze on its glory, and pore 

On the good and the great that have trod it before ; 

And we seek that, when life and its changes are o'er, 
Their peace and their praise may be ours. 




^arlg ^0em0. 



-♦♦- 



JESSIE BALLANTINE. 



" She. with her widowed mother, lived in a cottage far retired." 

THOMSON'S Seasons. 




HE hoary wreath of Winter's snow had melted 
all away, 
And winds again began to blow with more 

delightful sway ; 
A thousand little rills were seen, bright in the 
sunbeams' blaze, 
Meandering o'er the dewy green in many a glowing 
maze. 



And I, whose heart was all awake to Nature's youthful 

bloom, 
Beclined beside a peaceful lake, depressed with sorrow's 

gloom ; 
And as I listened to the hymn the sighing breezes gave 
I flaw a little shallop skim the rippling, dimpled wave. 



u 



it 
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I saw a lady, young and fair, advancing with a smile ; 
She seemed to be supremely there the Lady of the Isle. 
I rose to meet her ; and she laid her lily hand in mine, — 
And when I asked her name, she said 'twas Jessie 
Ballantine. 

My father lived amid yon pines, — ^but father now is dead ; 
And there my mother low reclines her aching, humble 

head. [mine — 

She bade me take my little boat — for father called it 
And come and strew this hallowed spot with balm and 

jessamine. 

For here my honoured father sleeps the slumber of the 

tomb. 
And there my widowed mother weeps her solitary doom ; 
And I weep too, when I come here to seek my father's 

shrine, — 
And bitter, bitter is the tear of Jessie Ballantine. 



" Oh ! come and let us gather flowers, the first flowers of 
the Spring, 
And I will, in my mother's bowers, my father's requiem 
sing." 
" Yes," I exclaimed, " it shall be so ! — my steps shall be 
with thine, — 
And I will gather flowers and go with Jessie Ballantine." 

Through leafy groves we hied along, whose branches 

arched above, 
And Spring's young smile, and Jessie's song, were all 

suffused with love. 
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We sought her mother's lonely bowers, we sought her 

father's shrine, 
And there we strewed the tears and flowers o'er Henry 

Ballantine. 

And there the little maiden sang her simple, sighing 

strain, — 
The woods in sweet responses rang the echoes back again. 
" These flowers," said I, " with which we deck your 

father's grave,. I'll twine, 
And they shall bloom around thy neck, sweet Jessie 

Ballantine." 

And when she thus adorned stood, so guileless and so 

fair. 
She seemed a goddess of the wood come up to worship 

there. > 

But now a nosegay, all in bloom, with sprigs of eglantine. 
Young Jessie culled tO/carry home to Widow Ballantine. 

" And this," she said, " my mother keeps till Spring again 

return. 
And then I come where father sleeps to deck his lowly 

urn." 
But now she hastened to her boat, drew in her little line. 
And soon the shallop was afloat with Jessie Ballantine. 

There is a look that can reveal the impulse of the heart, — 
A time when we are taught to feel what pain it is to part: 
That time was now. The setting sun bespoke the da^s 

decline. 
And now the sacred task was done of Jessie Ballantine. 
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I saw and felt the parting tear on either glowing cheek, 
And silent sighs alone were near to hear emotion speak. 
** Adieu, kind friend ! " sweet Jessie cried. " May peace 
and bliss be thine ! '' 

4 

Adieu! — good-bye! — ^farewell!'' I sighed, "sweet Jessie 
Ballantine ! " 

The time when dew to every flower by Flora's hand is 

given, [heaven, — 

The time when meditation's hour so much resembles 

• That time presided o'er the scene — a scene in all divine; 

A halo hung where I had been with Jessie Ballantine. 

The moonbeams slept upon the wave in all their silver 

light, 
And all the woodland warblers gave a concert to the night. 
I listened, looked, and lingered there ; and now to weep 

was mine, — 
For far away waa now the fair sweet Jessie Ballantine. 

A few more seasons rolled away, a few more years went 

round. 
And Jessie and her mother lay in Death's sepulchral 

ground ; 
The winds and waves of Time had come, but with a good 
' design,— 
To waft their happy spirits home to Henry Ballantine. 

And now at even-tide, alone, when Spring's young 

flowers appear, 
I hie me to the simple stone that marks their humble 

bier; 
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And there I scatter flowers anew, — the flowers we used 

to twine, — 
And there the linnet sings — "Adieu! sweet Jessie 

Ballantine.'' 

Her little boat unheeded lies, and waits her long return; 
And now the passing zephyr sighs in sorrow o'er her urn. 
I culled a primrose from the dell, and laid it on her shrine, 
And as I went I sung — " Farewell, sweet Jessie Bal- 
lantine ! '' 



TO A LILY. 

Sweet little flower ! thy saflron smile. 

So modest and so meek, 
Bids pity drop a tear the while 

Upon thy lovely cheek. 

For why ? — ^because the chilly gale 
Will whistle o'er thy head ; 

And soon — too soon — will be the tale. 
Sweet flower ! that thou art dead. 

Fair emblem of my drooping years ! 

Like thee I too must fade ; 
But sorrow yet may drop her tears 

Where I am lowly laid. 

And, oh ! when passing to the tomb, 

No earthly wish I'd have. 
But that a lily in its bloom 

Might linger near my grave. 
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STANZAS 

ox TBI DIATH OF THI RIV. JOHN THOMHON, A.M., MINIITIR 
or NIWBATTLI OBUROH AND PARIIB. 

Rest from thy labours now, thy work is done, — 

Thy heavenly Master calls theo to the sky ; 
Rest from thy labours, for the prize is won, 

And thou art now a king and priest on high. 
Eternal glory meets thy beaming eye. 

And hallelujahs swell upon tliitio ear; 
Angelic hosts on wings of rapture fly. 

And bid thee welcome to that blessed sphere, 
Where all before the throne in shining robes appear. 

Best from thy labours all, for thou hast fought 

The better fight, and reaped immortal fame ; 
That faithful Qod, whose gospel thou hast taught, 

Has written on thy brow his own new name. 
And though no more thy living words proclaim, 

With earnest pleadings, Mercy's sacred sound, 
Yet does Affection glow, with purest flame, 

For all the peace and all the comfort found 
By those whose spirits now in holy joy abound. 

Best from thy labours all, and sweetly sleep 

Where weeping friends have spread thy couch of clay. 
And though thy slumbers now be long and deep, 

And pass not hence when shines the morning ray. 
Yet shall the dawning of a brighter day 

Dispel the gloom of Death's protracted night, — 
This mortal scene shall all depart away, 

And thou shalt rise again to light and life, 
And in celestial songs with angel bands uuite. 
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TO MUSIC. 

Sweet are the flowers, the young fair flowers; and sweet 
The breeze that sighs when summer's day is done, 
When on the trembling lake the moonbeams meet 
The parting kisses of the setting sun ! 
Sweet is the wreath which Beauty's self has won, 
When golden flakes illume the evening sky ; 
But sweeter far to me the plaintive run 
Of Music's melting voice and Nature's sigh, 
Scotland ! when to thy plains pale Autumn's step is nigh. 

Yes, lovely Music ! yes, thou truly art 
The soft, sweet, soothing, animating power 
Of this desponding, this half -broken heart, 
When it exists in sorrow's evil hour. 
All hail thy hymn ! and welcome to my bower ! 
Yes, thou art welcome, thou art doubly dear. 
Since it is thine to chase those clouds that lower 
Around my head, and wipe the falling tear. 
And bid my sighing soul once more in smiles appear. 

Oh ! leave me not, — still float around my head, — 
Let thy celestial strains dispel my woe : 
And when I die^— ah, me ! when I am dead, 
On thy sweet wing may my blest spirit go ; 
Oh ! o'er my grave in pensive whispers blow, 
And hush the breeze's sighing where I sleep ; 
There let the tear of tender pity flow, 
And should some pious pilgrim pause to weep. 
Oh } at that sacred hour my last long vigil keep. 
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VERSES 

ON THE DKATH OF DAVID 8 , ▲ MUOH-LOVKD 7BISMD. 

WRITTEN IN TKRY EAKLY LIFB. 

What is this mortal life, and what are all its cares? 
What is this busy scene of strife, 

So set around with snares? 
Alas ! it is a scene of woe. 
Where ills on ills successive flow. 

What is this human frame? A subject of decay, — 
A shade, a shadow, and a name 

That swiftly flies away ; 
Alive to-day — to-morrow dies. 
And in death's shade forgotten lies. 

So David lived and died, whose humble, gentle mind 
To yon ethereal mansion hied. 
And left the world behind ; 
Now in a peaceful grave he sleeps, 
While o'er his urn affection weeps. 

Oh ! thou who oft hast sung at Nature's rural shrine, 
Whose melancholy muse was strung 

To harmony divine. 
Now o'er thy lowly tomb I bend. 
And mourn the absence of a friend. 

On earth's delusive smile he looked with cold disdain. 
And, weary of its every wile. 

He burst the mortal chain — 
Went forth unspotted and forgiven. 
And reached the peaceful port of heaveii. 
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Where now the happy scenes of pastoral delight? 
And where the songsters' mellow strains 

That welcome gave to night — 
That soothed each bosom as we strayed 
Through yon green soHtary shade? 

And where the verdant vales, — ^the flower-apparelled 
meads, — 
The redolent, ambrosial gales 
That floated o'er our heads? 
Alas ! they are for ever gone, 
And thou hast left me here alone. 

No sweet returning spring, nor summer's genial smile, 
Can e'er again thy spirit bring 

To earth's ungenial soil ; 
For happy now in yonder sky 
Thy spirit lives eternally. 

Farewell, my absent friend — ah ! never to return ; 
O'er thy low bed I weeping bend, 

And sorrow o'er thy urn. 
There, David, rest till we shall rise 
To meet each other in the skiea. 



SPENSERIAN STANZA. 

IMPROMPTU. 

Oh ! it is sweet to walk in "Wisdom's ways. 
And taste the freshness of her ceaseless springs ; 

'Tis sweet to hear the soothing voice of praise, 
And feel the pleasure that affection brings. 
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But it is sweeter far, on upward wings 
Of holy thought, to bid the spirit rise. 

And far away, beyond all earthly things, 
To seek repose above yqn starry skies. 
Where richest bliss shall be the souFs immortal prize. 



TO MISS MAEY A. H. 

Yes, Mary, you gave me a rose, 
And it seemed as if smiling on me ; 
But it hasted to sleep in its latest repose, 
When it knew it had parted from thee. 

Ah ! Mary, and pale is the bloom 
That lately adorned its head ; 
And wasted and gone is its balmy perfume ; 
But still it is lovely, though dead. 

I sighed, as I mused on the hour 
When you culled it so blooming and gay ; 
And I wept at the thought that so lovely a flower 
Should ever be doomed to decay. 



LINES 



Mr THI DEATH OF JAMES WILBERFOROB MARSHALL, WHO DIED 
NOVEMBER 8, 1818, AQBD THREE MONTHS. 

He sleeps ! — the guileless infant sleeps ^ 
The silent slumber of the tomb, 

And fond aflfection sadly weeps 
The sorrows of his early dooni. 
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He sleeps ! but not to wake to pain. 
But not to sigh in trouble's path ; 

He sleeps ! but not to wake again, — 
For now he sleeps the sleep of death. 

He sleeps ! and, at his lowly urn, 
I saw with meek, devoted head, 

In silent grief, a parent mourn 
The fate of his beloved dead. 

He sleeps ! and well that so he does, 
Poor pilgrim of a weary day ; 

No more to feel those many woes 
Which so bestrewed his narrow way. 

He sleeps ! and now his race is run, 
That race which was to nature given ; 

But a more glorious prize is won, 
Since he has met his God in heaven. 

He sleeps ! nor did he live to feel 
One tender, pang of parting love ; 

Nor did he know to bid farewell. 
Ere his young spirit soared above. 

He sleeps ! but 'tis the mortal part : 
His soul is happy in the sky ; 

And we would now, with aching heart. 
Bid thee, thou little saint, Oood-bye, 

He sleeps ! and we shall also sleep 

His dreamless sleep, when comes our day ; 
For us affection too will weep, 
' As we now weep for him away. 
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He sleeps ! and we, who tarry here, 
Would bow to Heaven's supreme command ; 

Till we shall meet, without a tear. 
The ransomed in the promised land. 



VALEDICTORY VERSES 

TO THE OLD TOLBOOTH OHU&CH. 

** Heaven's hi);h fiat is, that we must part; 
And I obey 1 but as I turn to go, 
A tide of tenderness comes o'er my heart.'''^CAItBY. 

Place of my second birth, with heaving heart, 

In plaintive strains I now thy fate deplore ; 
Thy days are done, and we, alas ! must part. 

To meet within thy sacred courts no mora 
One long farewell ! as now I leave thy door, 

Those hallowed portals of eternal gain ; 
And as o'er memory's page I fondly pore. 

And bring departed scenes to mind again, 
Great Spirit of all good, teach me thy holy strain. 

Teach me to sing, for thou alone canst read 

The thoughts and feelings centred in my breast, — 
For thou alone. Almighty Power, canst lead. 

My broken spirit to unbroken rest. 
And, Heavenly Peace, celestial maid and blest. 

Infuse thine essence in mine inmost soul ; 
And though my lab'ring verse may seem opprest 

With what by mortal men is named control. 
Do thou. Great Power, approve the strain as it may 
roll 



84 V EARLY P0EM8. 

And now aside I would presume to draw 

The sacred curtain of departed years, 
And gaze yet once with reverential awe 

Upon thine aged form through many tears. 
Yes, I will gaze ere yet the time appears 

When thou in hiin's dire embrace must sleep, 
Ere yet the place which now thine image bears 

Shall know thee not ; for fate thy course shall sweep. 
And thou at length shalt be one waste promiscuous heap. 

Where now the days, the by-gone happy days, 

Whose light first led me to the gospel sound, 
Where oft beneath religion's beaming rays 

My errored soul celestial wisdom found ? 
And where are ye, ye holy men who bound 

The wreath of glory to the Christian's brow ? 
Ah ! where are ye ? I fondly look around. 

And death is there, and graves ; and something too 
Which tells me ye have won the lands of glory now. 

O worthy Davidson,* can I forget 

To give my tribute to thy honest fame ? 
And Campbell* too ; my sun as soon shall set. 

As I shall cease to love thine honoured name. 
All hail, ye heralds of the gospel theme. 

Now gone to heaven to be supremely blest ! 
Oh may the truths which ye would oft proclaim 

Spring up to holiness within my breast. 
Till I at length shall reach the port of peaceful rest ! 

Dear to my heart is each remembered scene. 
Each Sabbath day I have enjoyed is dear ; 
* The worthy ministen of the Old Tolbooth Church. 
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But sweeter still, more sweet, the sacred straiu. 

As it would ring harmonious in mine ear. 
Sweet each familiar voice I used to hear, 

When my young heart nor care nor sorrow knew, 
When all around and all above was clear 

As is the summer's sky of cloudless blue 
Wlien on the opening flowers descends the early dew. 

Sweet was the dawning of the Sabbath mom, 

As it brought peace upon its spotless wing, 
When on the fragrant breeze was softly borne 

The village bell in solemn echoing. 
Sweet was the song which nature then would sing 

As it would usher in the blessed day, 
When wood, and mead, and silent shade would ring 

In sweet responses to the rural lay. 
And waft to purer scenes the heaven-born soul away. 

And as that Sabbath day drew near its close. 

When last in thee we heard of gospel grace. 
When each and all who there had found repose 

From doubt and fear had passed away apace, 
Oh, with what grief of heart did I embrace 

The last fond look and last responded strain ! 
And as the lingeiing sunbeam stayed to trace 

Its light once more around the sacred scene, 
I sighed, Farewell ! farewell ! we meet no more again. 

Years may glide on, and other years may come 

More fraught with bliss, more bright with wisdom's ray ; 

But thou, sweet place, my church, my Sabbath home, 
WiJt never, never from my mind decay. 
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Years may glide on, and time may sweep away 
The last fair vestige, of thy hoary head ; 

But death, pale death, as soon shall come and lay 
My beating heart beside its kindred dead. 
As I shall cease to mind thy dear departed shade. 

Yes, years may pass, and they at length may bring 

Fanes far more meet to bless the gazer's eye ; 
The dove of truth may there expand its wing, 

And bear its prayers and praises to the sky. 
It may be, many souls now doomed to die 

May in those sacred courts be bom again — 
May there find mercy from a throne on high. 

Sent through the channel of the gospel strain. 
With peace, and love, and hope of heaven's celestial plain. 

But thou, ah ! thou, in every time and place 

Wilt still stand blight in my remembered view, 
And in far-distant years my mind will trace 

Its footsteps back to its sequestered pew. 
Yes ! we may weep, may sigh a last adieu. 

And find a resting-place in scenes more fair. 
But not more dear. Ah, no ! for from the blue 

And beaming sky of peace I breathe an air 
Which tells my grateful heart I found a Saviour there. 

If in the vale, the sweet green vale of home, 
My future days shall calmly pass away ; 

Or if it be mine adverse lot to roam 
On foreign shores beneath the solar ray, — 

I'll think on thee on each sweet Sabbath day. 

On all that now to me thy name endears ; 
And as each happy thought shaW wiivg i\a -wa-y 
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Back to the mansions of memorial years, 
Each deep-drawn sigh shall burst into a flood of tears. 

And, Marshall,* thou, whose evangelic soul 

Is fraught with blessings of celestial lore. 
Art only in thine element when all 

Its powera are framed to worship and adore, — 
Oh, how shall I with words sufficient store 

The votive lay which thou canst claim from me ? 
What mines of tender thought shall I explore 

For rich ideas, that my verse may be 
With all deserved esteem a<;ceptable to thee ? 

I would traverse, in sage and sober thought, 

The secret dwellings of a grateful heart ; 
And fair affection shall itself be brought 

To act to thee a kind and tender part ; 
And faithful gratitude, devoid of art, 

ShaU give to thee of her most fervent lays ; 
While truth and love in unison impart 

Their best and dearest attributes of praise, 
To shed around thy name their best and brightest blaze. 

What time my soul, through folly's mazes borne. 

On wayward wing pursued its reckless flight. 
When every beam in youth's delightful morn 

Was dimmed and dark in error's sable night. 
Then it was thine, respected sire, as right 

Above opposing powers, to bid it pause. 
And on the hill of sacred truth alight. 

To trace with thee the dire eff"ect and cause 
Of woe, and death, and doom, the meed of injured laws. 

♦ The much-loved successor of the lormex Tn\i»iaV«t%. 
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Yes, there we sought, and there we traced again, 

And found that follj^'s were not wisdom's ways ; 
For folly gave a life of woe and pain, 

But wisdom gave a length of happy days. 
And wisdom smiled, as first its heavenly rays 

In beaming lustres to my soul were given ; 
Some gentle spirit, in a voice like praise. 

Came from her shrine and sung at fall of even — 
" The path of wisdom is the sweetest path to heaven." 

O Marshall, Marshall ! while this heart can breathe 

One thought expressive of sincere esteem, 
That thought is thine ; so is that fancied wreath 

Which honour gives, howe'er uncouth it seem ; 
Yet if its flowers with grateful incense teem, 

All unallied to adulation's stain, 
All disembodied from delusion's dream, 

Accept it then, oh then accept the strain. 
And bid my soul resume its much-loved theme again . 

And as together in this vale of tears 

We each pursue the straight and narrow road, 
Oh, be it mine to give attention's ear. 

And be it thine to lead my mind to God. 
And when at length we shall resign this load 

Of mortal life, and mix with kindred clay. 
Oh, may we each attain that blest abode. 

Where parting, tears, and sighs are done away. 
And reign possessors of one long, loved Sabbath day. 

Such is my wish, my heart-felt wish, and* such 
The hope that cheers, that animates the mind; 
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Biit, ah ! if false, if insincere, how much 
Of this delightful dream will dwell behind. 

True, we may pause, and look and hope to find 
The bloom of heaven in joyless vales of time ; 

But it is vain, for flowers of such a kind 
Live not in plains, in guilty plains of crime, 
But seek iti higher spheres a more congenial clime. 

But fond recurring thought again returns 

Back to the place where now thy honour lies, 
And, as a pensive lyre, in sadness mourns 

Thy closing hour in plaintive symphonies. 
Again arise, departed scene, arise ! 

In thy primeval state and glory too. 
And ere thine honoured name for ever dies, 

Ere yet around it rings the last adieu. 
Oh, come yet once again, and bless my parting view ! 

Ah ! there thou art, dread, venerable place. 

In all thy panoply of former years ; 
There each dear friend, whose well-remembered face 

The fair insignia of devotion wears. 
Ah, there ye are ! but, hark ! my fancy hears 

The good old psalmody betimes arise ; 
And hush ! for now the fervent prayer bears 

Upon its flight the spirit to the skies, 
While at each pause is heard Amen ! in solemn sighs. 

And ye are there, ye faithful pastors, set 
As gentle shepherds o^er this humble fold. 

Ye great ambassadors of Heaven, oh yet, 
As in celestistl visiouj I behold 
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This sacred scene ; let gospel truths be told, 
As they have been in days now long gone by ; 

And oh, with earnest pleadings strive to mould 
Each wayward, wandering spirit for the sky. 
That ye at length may sit as kings and priests on high. 

But whence this vision, this mysterious dream, 

This awful intercourse with other days ; 
And why is it my faithless soul would seem 

To think it truth, when it even now decays ? 
Tis past — 'tia there — 'tis past ; ah me ! I gaze, 

And it is gone along oblivion's plain. 
The phantom spirit, as it lightly strays 

Through fields of air, is not more fleet, more vain ; 
For see ! it hovers there, and then is gone again ! 

Tis past, and some have also gone to be, 

Like it, no more who often gathered there ; 
The veil of death now dims their destiny. 

And memory lives to tell that once they were. 
What art thou, life ? — a meteor in the air, 

A shadow pausing in its misty sky — 
A flower — a dream — a momentary glare. 

That now attracts, and now eludes the eye — 
A short-lived little name of something passing by. 

Tis done — again the lifted veil descends, 

And all is now impenetrable gloom ; 
The fancied spirit to its dwelling wends. 

And leaves its mortal part to fill the tomb. 
Tis past ; farewell ! imaginary bloom 

OI light, and time, and all that once was dear. 



TO MISS M. A. W. 91 

Farewell ! and though engulfed in mystery's womb, 
The time progresses fast when I shall hear 
"What ye have heard and seen in your immortal sphere. 

Oh, then, ye days of sunshine and of flowers, 

Days of my youth, when all appeared a dream, 
One long farew^ell, as now the vision lowers 

With faint dim light into oblivion's streanL 
Farewell ! 'tis o'er, and not one lingering beam 

[Remains behind of all the fancied spell ; 
With fond regret adieu ! to me ye seem 

Impatient to be gone ; nor will 1 dwell 
Upon the painful task of bidding thee Farewell I 
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Oh, come, Mary, come, let us haste to yon mountain, 
And round its green summit we'll wander alone ; 

For there wiU I cull the sweet flowers of the fountain, 
To deck thy fair bosom, to sorrow unknown. 

There Peace, Love, and Pleasure will ever attend thee ; 

Oh, come, Mary, come, let us haste with delight 
To yon leafy bower that I reared to defend thee — 

To shade thee by day, and to shield thee by night. 

Oh, sweet is the spot where no tempest opposes 
The tranquil and peaceful decline of the day ; 

And sweet the recesses where Flora reposes. 
Where Nature sits smiling in rural array. 
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Ami sweet are the hills with theit summits ascending. 
From whence mighty torrents incessantly flow, 

Wliere linns in terrific eflfusion descending, 
Commingle serenely in runnels below. 

Yon green leafy glade from the tempest will shield thee, 
And through its vast windings with pleasure we'll rove ; 

The breath of the Zephyrs a fragrance will yield thee, 
And sweet will our moments of ecstasy prove. 

Oh, smile a consent, and no longer thus tarry ! 

See, yonder Aurora surmounteth the sky : 
Oh, come, let us haste to her shrine, my dear Mary, 

And meet the sweet glance of her radiant eye. 



LUCY'S GRAVE. 

Spirit of the twilight hour, 
Meet me at the Myrtle Bower ; 
Be thy moon more sweetly bright ; 
Be thy step more softly light. 

Come from yonder silent hill. 
Come when all around is still. 
Come where glides the moonlit wave. 
Come and weep o'er Lucy's Grave. 

Lucy loved, but not in part, — 
Lucy's was a faithful heart ; 
But that love was ill requited. 
And that heart too soon was blighted. 



Lucy's grave. 93 

liucy wept, and Lucy sighed — 
Broke her heart, and pined, and died ; 
And when peace and rest were given. 
Found a brighter land in heaven. 

Spirit of the twilight hour, 
Bring with thee Love's passion-flower ; 
Come where glides the shining wave. 
Strew the flower on Lucy^s Grave. 

Where the tear and floVret meet, 
Lucy, be thy slumber sweet ; 
Be the zephjrr's tender sigh 
Nature's mournful melody. 

Summer, be thy rosy bloom 
Partial to her early tomb ; 
Winter, rest thy fleecy snow 
Lighter on the turf below. 

Sunbeam in the western skies, 
Linger there till Luna's rise ; 
Be your light more lovely there, 
Starlets of the midway air. 

Meet me at the Myrtle Bower, 
Spirit of the twilight hour ; 
Bring the sweetest gifts you have — 
Strew them all on Lucy's grave. 
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POLAND. 

OOMFOSKD IN 1831, THE POLES HAVINQ IN BA.TTLK DEfBATED THE 

BUSSIANS. 

Hail, Poland ! the day of thy bondage is past, 

And broken for aye is the chain that enbound thee ; 
The Tyrant Usurper has staggered at last, 
And the slaves of his power, at thy terrible blast, 
Lie dead on the plains that surround thee. 

Dear land of the injured, the good, and the brave, 

Though now for thy slain thou in anguish art weeping, 
How green and how pure are the laurels that wave. 
In Freedom and Liberty's bloom, o'er the grave 
Where the hearts of the mighty are sleeping. 

How bright is the glory that circles thy brow. 
How holy the smile that is on thee from Heaven ; 

Oh, Poland ! awake to thy liberty now ! 

A voice from the Highest forbids thee to bow 
Where the name of a tyrant is given. 

The sword of Omnipotence, awful in power, 

And mighty to save, is unsheathed to defend thee ; 
Away, then, away ! and avenge thee the hour 
When the despot, revengeful, emerged from his tower, 
Like the demon of carnage, to rend thee. 

But, hark ! from the battle-field stretching afar. 
From the plains where the lance and the bayonet are 
gleaming, 

y 
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Tbe trumpet's shrill echo is loud for the war : 
On, battlemen, on ! it is Victory's Star 
That o'er you in brightness is beaming. 

On, Warsaw, to glory ! — the conquest is thine. 

The hosts of the Highest are marshalled before thee ; 
No more shalt thou weep before Tyranny's shrine — 
Oh, no ! for the sun of thy freedom shall shine, 
While patriots live to adore thee. 

But the tyrant shall groan in the depth of his gloom, 
As his spirit reels back at the shrieks of the dying ; 

No bosom shall bleed with regret at his doom, 

Nor tear of sincerity water the tomb 
Where Poland's oppressor is lying. 

Tlie songs of thy minstrels shall bless thee again. 

Though long have their harps been hung up on the 
willow ; 
The bloom of thy beauty be sweet on the plain. 
And the tear an^ the flower in their purity reign. 
Where the warrior sleeps on his pillow. 

The tears and the sighs that were thine shall away, 
As incense on wings of devotion, to heaven ; 

And bright in futurity glances the day 

That finds thee attired in that holy array 
Thy holier virtues have given. 

And Scotia twines, from her mountains and plains, 
From the glens of her beauty, a garland to bless 
thee; 
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The deeds of thy heroes are sung in her strains, 
And her breathing of soul is, that slavery's chains 
May never more meet to oppress thee. 

Dear land of the injured, the good, and the brave. 

The fame of thy glory shall pass from thee never ; 
The banners of freedom around thee shall wave, 
Till the sword of that Power that is mighty to save 
Be sheathed in its scabbard for ever ! 



TO GERTRUDE. 

Come, Gertrude ! come, the sacred hour 
To twilight and to beauty dear. 

Dawns down from Heaven in holy power, 
And bids us love devotion here. 

Gertrude, come ! 'tis good to be 
Where streams in sighing cadence roll ; 

Meet time and place for such as thee, 
Fair Harpress of the souL 

1 come to lead thee to the bowers 
Where Nature hears the poet's vow ; 

I come to twine the fairest flowers 
A garland for thy honoured brow. 

Yes, thou art worthy, thou who hast 
To virtue tuned thy lovely strain, 

And bade the tears of soul go past, 
And all beam bright again. 

Oft have I stood in solemn thought 
Beneath some green outspreading tree, 
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And in such lands of beauty sought 

To dreiim of Nature and of thee. 
And these were dreams which, when away, 

A halo to remembrance gave : 
So falls the moonlight's holy ray 

Upon the gliding wave. 

O Gertrude ! Gertrude ! didst thou know 

The bliss thy numbers can impart, 
Thy breathings would for ever flow, 

Thy harp sing peace to every heart. 
And there is One whose bleeding breast 

Has found from thee its best repose, 
And tasted oft that dearest rest 

Thy own sweet spirit knows. 

Oh ! as thou roam'st the dewy vale. 

Where flowers in fadeless beauty bloom. 
And breath'st the sweets that on the gale 

Come teeming with divine peifume. 
Seeks not thy spirit to arise 

On wings of light to Love and Heaven, 
To find, in purer, brighter skies. 

That bliss to angels given. 

How passing sweet to follow thee 

When soaring on thy upward flight. 
When thou hast left the earth and sea, 

And entered on a world of light. 
And thou art loveliest when thy mind 

Drinks deepest in devotion's streams, 
When all thy being seems enshrined 

In Love's celestial beams. 

(613) 7 
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Oh, could I strike a nobler lyre, 

And twine a wreath more sweetly fair, 
Thy name would give it purer fire, 

Thy virtues bloom like flowerets there. 
Go, Grertrude, go ! thy onward way 

Shall be both beautiful and sweet. 
And fame and truth shall bring, and lay 

Their honours at thy feet. 



FOEGET ME NOT. 

There is a fair, a tender flower, 

That sweetly in the garden blooms ; 
Like meek-eyed beauty in its bower 

Of sweet perfumes. 
Its lovely robe of brightest blue. 

So fair, and free from every spot. 
Appears as if it said to you. 
Forget me not. 

The Eose, as Queen of Flowers, may shed 

Its blushing beauty all around ; 
And other flowers as fair may spread 

O'er hallowed ground ; 
But, oh ! the dearest flower to me, 
The loved of all around my cot. 
Would evier for its beauty be 
Forget me not. 

Has sorrow ever shed on thee 
The influence o£ the parting hour ? 
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Has foDd afifection wept to see 

The faded flower ? 
Oh ! then, what sentiment so meet, 

So rich in words of tender thought, 
As that which blossoms in the sweet 

Forget me not. 

And when the sad and broken heart 
Has heaved its last expiring sigh. 
And up in heaven its better part 

Shall never die, 
What fonder emblem could we seek 

To tell our sacred resting spot, 
Than that sweet flower whose smiles bespeak. 
Forget me not. 

And as this floweret meekly sheds 

Its bloom and beauty on our way, 
So meekly let us lift our heads 

TiU life decay. 
And then, in yonder world above. 

Eternal bliss shall be our lot ; 
For there shall kind redeeming Love 
Forget us not. 



TO ELEENDA. 

Cove down from the willow, my favourite Lyre, 

From the bough where, unheeded, thou often hast hung; 

Come down, for again on thy sorrowful wire 
The lay of afiection and love will be strung. 
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And, oh ! if the breeze, as it whispered along 

In peaceful responses of holy regret, 
Hath breathed on thy chords in the beauty of song, 

Then still be that breathing as beautiful yet. 

Eleenda, the woodlands are waving with green, 
And the young summer flowers are all blooming and gay, 

And the streamlet, arrayed in its loveliest sheen. 
Is gliding serene on its halcyon way. 

And the song of the linnet is matchless and sweet. 
As it comes from its own native land in the sky ; 

And the landscape around is divinely complete. 

For its smile wears the stamp of its Author on high. 

Oh, then, to a banquet of beauty like this, 
So full and so fraught with supernal delight, 

Eleenda, come forth, and partake of the bliss 
That shines on the heart as a star on the night. 

Come forth, and thy step shall be guided by love 
To the mead where the rose and the myrtle entwine ; 

And there, as we gaze on the glory above. 
Let truth whisper softly, — thou ever art mine. 

Let truth whisper softly the vow of each heart. 
And pure be the wing that shall waft them to heaven, 

And the tear-drop that falls as we linger to part 
Shall be but the shower ere the sunshine is given. • 

I love thee, Eleenda, and will not deny • " ^ 

The tender emotion that throbs in my breast ; 
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For the love-speaking smile of thy beautiful eye 
Beams sweet as a light from the laud of the blest. 

And, oh, when the angel of melody came 

On the wing of delight from its dwelling above, 

I gazed on the vision and drank of the theme 
That flowed from thy lips in a streamlet of love. 

And the veil that hung down on the sorrowing mind, 
Like a stream in the desert, was wasted away ; 

While the tears and the smiles of endearment entwined, 
And wafted me back to a happier day. 

I dreamed of the days when I wandered alone. 
And a stranger to care, on a lovelier shore ; 

But they in the bloom of their beauty have flown, 
And I weep when I know I shall meet them no more. 

Ah, me ! and the light of that beautiful land. 
And the echo that rung in the shade of its grove, 

And the streamlet so pure, and so bright, and so bland, 
Came back to my heart in the accents of love. 

And there vhere my parting look lingered and fell, 
An angel of peace in its fulness presides, 

And the dream of delight which it gave in the dell. 
Before me again in its loveliness glides. 

Oh, dearest Eleenda, how sweet is the woe, 

And how sacred the tears of a half -broken heart ; 

But how beaming and bright is that heavenly glow 
Which can to the soul such a blessing impai\i. 
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Eleenda, farewell ! and the blessing be thine, 
That blessing thou often hast lavished on me ; 

Farewell ! and my heart shall for ever recline 
In the sacred delight of devotion to thee. 



A VISIT TO THE TROSACHS. 

JULY 1887. 

TVas summer, and the sun arose 

Upon the new-created day, 
With all those bright eflfulgent glows 

That robe the meads in sweet array. 
The veil of night had fled away, 

And all was beauty, all was bloom — 
A thousand thousand flow'rets gay 

Shed o'er the vales their sweet perfume. 

The lark had climbed the azure sky, 

And poured from thence its matin song 
In music sweet ; its melody 

Was heard the wildwood groves among : 
The gentle streamlet flowed along 

In rippling mazes, soft and slow ;— 
All seemed, above, a heavenly throng. 

And all a scene of bliss below. 

Far to the west, to Stirling's shores 
The steaming bark serenely plied — 

Far to the west, wheife Bracklin pours 
(yer^ rocky cliffs its torrent tide — 
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Thither my longing footsteps hied, 
To scenes to love and memory dear ; 

Oft, oft for them my spirit sighed — 
Oft shed for them a friendly tear. 

There, in thy lovely village gay, 

Callander, I found repose, 
Until another smiling day 

Upon a slimibering world arose. 
Delightful scene ! the purple glows 

Light streamed upon the silver wave, 
And all that beauty could disclose 

Seemed floating o'er a silent grave. 

High, towering to the vaulted sky, 

Benledi's hoary mountain stood ; 
And all that could delight the eye 

In rapt astonishment I viewed. 
Onward my path I still pursued. 

Mid rugged glens and deserts wild, 
Until a clear, expanding flood 

Amid the woody landscape smiled. 

Twas thy blue ocean, Vennachar, 

And thy sweet lake, sublime Achray, 
That gleamed so sweetly from afar, 

And cheered the wanderer on his way. 
Twas your sweet waters, pleasantly, 

That soothed my faint and longing mind. 
And led me on, o'er moimtains gray. 

To where fair Ellen * oft reclined. 

* The Lady of the Lake. 
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Far o*er the hills the echo flew ; 

Farewell ! the passing zephyr sung ; 
And still farewell ! and still adieu ! 

Through every silent valley rung. 
Farewell ! was heard the woods among ; 

And o'er the lake's responding bound 
Farewell ! in trembling accents hung, 

And echoed back the parting sound. 

The pale moon glimmered in the sky, 

And shed a lustre on the stream ; 
The gurgling rills that winded by 

Were glistening with a lucid beam ; 
The silver beech with fairy gleam 

Seemed mantled in a robe of snow ; 
And silence, lulled in beauty's dream, 

Lay slumbering on the lake below. 

Swift o'er my head the moments passed — 

The parting sigh rose in my mind ; 
And as I went, I weeping cast 

A farewell, lingering look behind. 
Some gentle spirit on the wind. 

Unseen by mortal, seemed to float ; 
For some endearing charm entwined 

And bound me to the hallowed spot. 

" Here," I exclaimed, " could I abide. 

Far hence from life's tumultuous maze — 
Here, in your still seclusion hide. 
And pass the remnant of my days ; 
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Here, far away from bustle's blaze, 

Could I in solitude repose, 
And lay me down, when life decays. 

To sleep beneath the woodland rose.'' 



With sad, reluctant step, and slow, 

Again my weary way I trace, 
Until, receding far below, 

The smiling landscape hid its face. 
And now, farewell, thou hallowed place. 

Where chieftains fought and warriors fell, 

/ And where the echo of the chase 

» 

Oft rang respousive through the delL 

Farewell, again — dear land, farewell ! 

I must depart — I go resigned ; 
Yet sigh to leave so sweet a spell 

So much accordant with my mind. 
Farewell ! I leave you all behind ; 

Yet hope to meet some future day, — 
Till then, within my breast enshrined. 

Your memory never can decay. 



TO MATILDA. 

Matilda, with that tender sigh 
Aflfection's holy breathings rise ; 

And there is truth that cannot die 
In those sweet smiling eyes. 
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Oh, thou art fair as evening's star, 

When sunbeams gUd the glowing west ; 

But there is something sweeter far 
In thine own gentle breast. 

Thy heart, Matilda, feels and knows 
And seeks to soothe the pain it gives ; 

While mine in all its ardour glows 
For thee, for whom it lives. 

Oh, it were beautiful to be 

With thee, my love, at fall of even, 

When moonbeams glitter on the sea. 
And starlets shine from heaven. 

How sweet to have thee side by side. 
When deep in study's classic toil, — 

Oh, thou wouldst soothe the spirit's tide. 
And bless it with thy smile ! 

Be mine, Matilda, and thy day 
Of future life shall happy be ; 

No tears shall dim those smiles away 
That beam so bright on me. 



CLAEINDA,* 

THE FRIEND AKD CORRESPONDENT OF ROBERT BURNS. 

Clarinda, thou remaining beam of a departed sun, 
The wreath of honour and esteem thy noble mind hath won ; 

* The author was introduced to her about two years before her death. 
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Fain would a heart with feeling fraught its grateful tri- 
bute pay — 
Fain would a muse by Nature taught sing thee a votive lay. 
But how can I attempt the strain that mighty bards have 

sung, 
Or how invoke those powers again, whence all their glory 

sprung? 
They lived, but long ago have passed from earth and 

things of time ; 
But his loved name, who was thy friend, shall live in every 

clime. 
Oh, how should I delight to meet yet once again with thefe ; 
Thy hand to press, thy smile to greet, would be a bliss to 

me! 
Thy name, thy virtues, and thy lays, shall reach earth's 

utmost end. 
And lands unknown shall speak thy praise, Clariuda, O 

my friend. 
Yea, friend! for those by Nature taught, one heart, one 

being claim. 
And breathe in language and in thought that dear familiar 

name. 
Clarinda, now thy fame is won, thy latter days are bright, 
And peace now gilds thy setting sun with more than 

summer light. 
Yes ! and thy life, so calm and true, religion will illume, 
And faith and hope like flowers shall strew thy pathway 

to the tomb ; 
And when thou breath'st a long farewell to all thy sor- 
rows here. 
Thy ransomed soul shall ever dwell in yonder blissful 

sphere. 



4> 
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Thy name, should I remain behind, I ever will revere, 
And passing years upon my mind will leave thy image 

dear. 
But, Clarinda, while we are — ^while yet to live is given — 
Bright be the place, thou lingering star, of thy abode in 

heaven. 
I sadly go ; yet, loath to part, I linger yet again, 
And feel in fulness of my heart, that thus to part is pain. 
Accept, my venerable friend, this tribute to thy name ; 
With it the tears of sorrow blend, and Virtue speaks thy 

fame. 
Farewell ! and though I never meet again thy smiling eye, 
Oh, be it mine at length to greet Clarinda in the sky. 



LUCINA'S FAEEWELL TO TIME. 

" The less of this cold earth« the more of heaven ; 
The briefer life, the earlier immortality." 

"Adieu, thou bright and setting sun ! 

Ere thou again wilt rise. 
My soul, it may be, will have won 

A welcome to the skies. 
And, oh, all hail, thou rising moon ! 

Thy pale autumnal ray 
Will light, with mellowed glory, soon 

My spirit on its way. 

" This world can now retain no charm 
To make me loath to part ; 
And not one earthly wish can warm 
The impulse of my heart : 
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For He, the Author of my hope, 

Is centred in the sky, 
And now invites me to look up 

To bliss that cannot die. 



''And now, at last, my loving Lord, 

My Saviour, and my King ! 
I come, at thy inviting word. 

On Faith's triumphant wing." 
So sung Lucina as she lay. 

To pain and sorrow given ; 
And so her spirit passed away 

To happiness in heaven. 

Thy Highland glens, dear maid, are still 

In all their heathy bloom ; 
And every plain and every lull 

Are sweetened with perfume. 
The wild-rose and the heather-bell 

Still shade thy cottage door ; 
And still the zephyrs fan the dell 

As sweetly as before. 

And still I seek the sylvan shade 

Where we have often been. 
And still I roam the sunny glade 

Where first thy smile was seen ; — 
But I am not so happy now 

As when I had thy love. 
Since death has sealed thy pallid brow, 

And winged thy soul above. 
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Yet would I not presume to be 

Averse to God's command ; 
I only wish to follow thee 

To yonder blessed land. 
Oh, may I live thy life, that I 

A starry crown may gain 
Like that thou wearest now on high, 

And meet thee there again. 

What time I see the pale moon climb 

The cloudless vault of heaven, 
I'll sing again the vesper hymu 

That oft by thee was given ; 
And when I hear the village bell 

Sound sadly o'er my head, 
I'll think upon the solemn knell 

That told me thou wert dead. 

Then fare-thee-well, Lucina dear ! 

111 seek thy peaceful tomb, 
Where oft shall fall the gushing tear 

Upon the violets' bloom. 
And when at last my humble head 

Upon a death-bed lies. 
My ransomed soul, like thine, will spread 

Its pinions for the skies. 
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" THEEE EEMAINETH A REST TO THE 
PEOPLE OF GOD.'' 

There is a home of sweet repose, 

A land of promise given, 
A life of bliss prepared for those 

Who seek to live in heaven. 

There, in eternal beauty, beams 

Our dear Redeemer's face ; 
And joy celestial ever teems 

Around that holy place. 

There is a hymn of peace and love 

The saints for ever sing ; 
And all the lands of light above 
• With hallelujahs ring. 

No pang can there oppress the breast, 
Nor cloud the mind with care ; 

No parting tear bedim our rest— 
For Ood himself is there. 

lovely land ! could I survey 

The beauty of thy bloom. 
My soul would long to be away 

From earth, and all its gloom. 

Tis sweet to raise aflfection's eye. 

My loving Lord, to thee. 

And view by faith, beyond the sky. 

The land I long to see. 
{sw 8 



114 EARLY POEMS. 

Tis sweet to picture out the place 
Where such pure bliss is given ; 

And sweet to meet the dear embrace 
Of loving friends in heaven. 

Then let me live, my Saviour Grod, 
On earth, for love and thee, 

That, when I die, thy bright abode 
May be a home to me. 



VEESES 

ON READING THB AFFECTING STORY OF I8HMAEL AND MIRIAM. 
{" friendship's OFFERING.") 

Yes ! they were lovely in* their Life, 
And faithful in their death ; 

Amid a scene of woe and strife. 
They trod affection's path. 

Although the bloody hands of war 
Besieged their native home ; 

Though Miriam's sire lay slain afar, 
Where they were wont to roam ; 

Though dangers rose on every side, 
And direful want oppressed — 

Still with each other they abide. 
And still are truly blest. 

Still Ishmael loved — and Miriam knew 
The love that fiUed bis heart ; 
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And still, though death appeared in view, 
They would not — could not part. 

Far on Arabia's barren plain 

He would his Miriam guide ; 
Wliile all the ills of want and pain 

Seemed o'er them to preside. 

Well, in the fountain, Ishmael dear, 

Mightst thou a solace seek ; 
Well mightst thou wipe the gushing tear 

From Miriam's pallid cheek. 

Well mightst thou in the streamlet dip. 

That death might be removed ; 
And gently soothe the parched lip 

Of her — the dearly loved. 

Well mightst thou cry, "Here, father dear! 

Here is the angel bright. 
That saved mj anguished soul from fear. 

And death's unending night." 

On wings of joy, ah, hapless maid ! 

Thy fated moments fled ; 
For soon — too soon — thy form was laid 

Among the silent dead. 

O Ishmael ! Ishmael ! who can tell 

The grief that wrung thy heart. 
When thou didst hear the last farewell 

That hade her soul depart *l 
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But, Ishmael, thou wilt also sleep 
Where she doth now recline ; 

And all thy faithful race will weep 
In sorrow at thy shrine. 

And so it wa& The tempest rose : 
He sunk on Miriam's breast ; 

For death had lulled him to repose, 
And winged his soul to rest. 

Thus o'er the wild and arid plain 
This loving pair were driven, 

Until they met in peace again 
To live in love in heaven. 

Sleep, Ishmael ! gentle Miriam, sleep ! 

And sweet be your repose ; 
While, far away, a bard would weep 

Your sorrows and your woes. 

Yes 1 they were lovely in their lives. 
And blest when life was o'er ; 

For they have found a brighter home. 
Where they will part no more. 




^Bmn0. 
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THE HAPPY LAND. 

HERE is a happy land, 
Far, far away. 
Where saints in glory stand 

Bright, bright as day. 
Oh, how they sweetly sing, — 
Worthy is our Saviour King ! 
Loud let his praises ring, — 
Praise, praise for aye ! 

Come to this happy land, 

Come, come away ; 
Why will ye doubting stand ? 

Why still delay? 
Oh, we shall happy be, 
When, from sin and sorrow free. 
Lord, we shall live with thee. 

Blest, blest for aye ! 

Bright in that happy land 
Beams every eye ; 
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Kept by a Father's hand. 

Love cannot die. 
On, then, to glory run ; 
6e a crown and kingdom won ; 
And, bright above the sun, 

Eeign, reign for aye. 



HYMN FOR THE NEW YEAR. 

Away the summer bloom has fled ; 

The leaves now faded lie ; 
And light and shade successive spread 

Their mantle o'er the sky. 

The stately tree and tender flower 
Are withered in their prime. 

And Nature, in her parting hour, 
Exclaims, " Redeem the time ! " 

Ah, many now in silence sleep 

Who saw this year begin, 
Who vowed, as we have done, to keep 

From paths that lead to sin. 

And where are they who often blest 

A teacher's pious care? 
Go, read where weary pilgrims rest, — 

The young, the loved are there. 

Impress, Lord, on every heart 
That we must also die ; 
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Thy loving, saving grace impart, 
And fit us for the sky. 

Let every land adore thy name. 

And seek the heavenly road ; 
While closing years aloud proclaim, 

" Prepare to meet thy God ! " 

Oh, may we now thy call obey, 

While yet thy Spirit pleads. 
Nor linger longer on the way 

Where our Bedeemer leads. 

So shall our future seasons be 

To thee, dear Father, given ; 
And after death our souls, with tliee, 

Shall live and reign in heaven. 



THE CHRISTIAN'S HOME. 

Sweet is the spot where Christians meet 
To bend the knee in fervent prayer, — 

To worship at Immanuel's feet. 
And feel his blessed presence there. 

And dear the hour when holy love 
And perfect peace to all are given ; 

Oh ! then we drink from streams above, 
And taste the pure delights oi Yie^^eti. 
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And shall we seek to tarry here, 
And still on earth as pilgrims roam ? 

Shall we forget a land so dear 
As is the Christian's native home ? 

Ah, no, our spirits seek to rise. 
To live in glory. Lord, with thee ; 

To dwell in love beyond the skies, 
Where we for ever blest shall be. 

No parting sighs, no changeful times, 
Can ever there our peace destroy ; 

Nor cares bedim, in yonder climes. 
The everlasting years of joy. 

With golden harps, in robes of white, 
The saints of God adoring stand ; 

And sing the songs of pure delight 
That ever fill that happy land. 



PARTING HYMN. 

Dearest Father, with thy blessing, 
Let us now in peace depart ; 

Holy joy our souls possessing, 
Give, oh, give the holy heart ! 

Never leave us. 
Thou our God and Saviour art. 

Pilgrims in a land of sorrow, 
Oft to thee our spirits rise, 
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Looking, longing for that morrow, 
When, from yonder smiling skies, 

Floods of glory 
Shall delight our beaming eyes. 

Then, oh, then shall angels lead us 
Where the saints in glory meet ; 

And our Father's love will feed us 
With a bliss divinely sweet ; 

While for ever 
We will worship at his feet. 



MISSIONARY HYMN. 

Arise, Lord, in aU thy might. 

And speed, oh, speed the happy time 

When truth shall spread its blessed light 

• From pole to pole, and clime to clime ! 

Arise, assert thy power to reign ! 

Oh, giva the heathen to thy Son ! 
May they be freed from error's chain. 

And to the land of glory won. 

O Lord our Grod, our hearts impress 
With holy zeal for thee and them ! 

Do thou our weak endeavours bless 
To spread the knowledge of thy name. 
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HYMN FOR THE BIBLE CLASS. 

Blessed Father, from on liigh 
All our varied needs supply ; 
May we serve and love thee too, . 
As thy faithful people do. 

Blessed Jesus, may thy name 
All our praise and homage claim ; 
Be to us a brother dear. 
While we live as pilgrims here. 

Blessed Spirit, from above 
Fill our hearts with holy love ; 
Give us grace that we may be 
Pure in everything like thee. 

Blessed Bible, light divine. 
Ever on our pathway shine ; 
Guide us now, and guide us till 
We shall stand on Zion hill. 

Blessed Sabbath, ever blest, 
May we love thy sacred rest — 
May we prize thy precious hours, 
Till we rest in heavenly bowers. 

Blessed thought, that we shall there 
Best relieved from sin and care, 
Tasting streams of richest grace, — 
We shall see our Father's face. 
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Blessed hope of pure delight ; 
Blessed crown of glorj bright ; 
Blessed Saviour, then shall we 
Live and reign in bliss with thee. 



THE GOSPEL TO THE HEATHEN. 

Blessed Gospel, speed thy flight 
Hence to distant heathen plains ; 

Spread the beauty of thy light 
Where the gloom of error reigns. 

Let Messiah's glorious name 
Sweetly sound in every ear ; 

Truth and love and peace proclaim, 
Till celestial truth appear. 

Far o'er ocean's swelling tide 
Let the songs of mercy roll, 

Till immortal blessings glide 
Full and free to every soul. 



HYMN FOE THE CLOSING YEAR. 

ADDRESSED TO THE YOUlTa. 

" Now is the accepted time." 

Come, youthful pilgrims, come. 

Your Saviour's call obey ; 
He bids you seek a higher home, 

Amid eternal day ; 
And while he speaks in strains of love. 
He sits enthroned in light above. 
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His precious life he gave 
That you might reign in bliss ; 
And will 70U rather die than have 

So dear a Friend as this ? 
Oh ! surely slaves you would not be : 
Believe in Christ, and you are free. 

How swiftly speeds the flight 

Of human life away ! 
And ah ! how soon succeeds the night 

To such a fleeting day ! 
And shall we see it thus depart, 
And still remain unchanged in heart ? 

Where are the beauteous flowers 
That decked the sunny plain 1 
The birds that sang among the bowers 

Their sweet melodious strain ? 
They all have fled, until the spring 
Their bloom and beauty back shall bring. 

And where, ah ! where are those 

Whom once we loved and knew ? 

Go, ask the grave ; for there repose 

The young, and aged too : 
Their task is o'er, and they have done 
With all on earth beneath the sun. 

Yon lovely stars may shine 
With beaming light on high. 
And honour Him whose power divine 
Hath set them in the sky : 
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But they shall fade, and pass away, 
And sun^ and moon, and all decay. 

Yet is there peace above, 

Where saints and angels stand ; 
A God of deathless life and love, 

In yonder happy land : 
And from his throne of grace benign, 
He says, " Ye little ones, be mine." 

We may not see the bloom 

Of summer's flowery reign ; 
Our bed may be the narrow tomb 

Ere spring shaU bud again; 
And this departing year may be 
The last on earth that we shall see. 

Oh, then, be wise to-day ! 

Prepare your souls for heaven ; 
The gracious call of God obey 

While health and hope are given ; 
And in a purer world above 
Our song shaU be, redeeming love. 



HYMN. 

" Man, bdnff in honour, did not abide." 

How pure and truly blest was man 
When first by his Creator made ! 

How bright and beautiful the plan 
Divine intelligence displayed \ 
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The whole creation beamed with joy, 
For all in true perfection stood ; 

And loving God was man's employ, 
For all his knowledge was of good. 

And such had been the glory yet, 
But sin and misery prevailed ; 

The sun of man's perfection set. 
And woe was on his race entailed. 

Yet, in his lost and fallen state, 
A great Bedeemer comes to save ; 

By faith in him, new glories wait 
The penitent beyond the grave. 



PEAISE TO THE LAMB.* 

Hark ! the seraphic choir. 

In their home above. 
Harp on their golden lyre. 

And sing of love ; 
Love in' the Saviour's breast ; 
Love that gives his dear ones rest. 
And makes them ever blest — 

Praise to the Lamb. 

Saints blend adoring praise 
"With the shining throng, 

And high their voices raise 
In holy song ; 

* Air — " r?iere is a Tiapp'y laud." 
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While all the courts of heaveu 
Echo with hoBannafi giveo, 
And ransomed spirits chant 
Praise to the Lamb. 

High on thy holy throne, 

Great King of kings ! 
All worship thee alone, 

And creation sings. 
Stars have from thee their light, 
Angels all their glory bright, 
And saints their robes of white — 

Praise to the Lamb ! 



OUR SAVIOUR KING.* 

Bright round the throne of God, 

Far up in heaven. 
Saints have their blest abode. 

And glory given : 
Songs of adoring love 
Fill all the courts above ; 
And high hosannas ring 

To our Saviour King. 

And as they ever raise 

Praise to his name. 
And on his glories gaze 

Who to save them came, 

* Air^" There is a hapTpy land.'* 
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Grolden harps swell the strain 
To the Lamb for sinners slain, 
And holy anthems sing 
To our Saviour King. 

No tear shall there bedim 

Our beaming eyes ; 
Blest, we shall worship him 

In yonder skies : 
All clad in white array, 
Dwell in everlasting day, 
And crowns of glory bring 

To our Saviour King. 



» 



THE HOUSE OF PEAYER* 

" How amiable are thy tabernacles." 

Lord, bless this hallowed place, 

Where we delight to meet ; 
And let refreshing streams of grace 

Flow from the Mercy Seat. 

Give the blessing, Lord ; 

Send the Spirit down ; 
Lead us in the path of love 

To win the starry crown. 

We love to read thy Word, 
To sing our songs of praise, 
And that the voice of prayer be heard 
In these Revival days. 

• Tune 10 — Saufcey** " Sacred Soim»* aivA SoV>%.'* 
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Give the blessing, Lord ; 
Send the Spirit down ; 
Lead us in the path of love 
To win the starry crown. 

We gladly come to hear, 

And tell what Grod has done, 
In bringing erring children near 

In union to his Son. 

Give the blessing. Lord ; 

Send the Spirit down ; 
Lead us in the path of love 

To win the starry crown. 

Oh, kind Redeemer, come 

In this " sweet hour of prayer ; " 
Be in our midst, and in our home, 

And bless us also there ! 

Give the blessing, Lord ; 

Send the Spirit down ; 
Lead us in the path of love 

To win the starry crown. 

May times of blessing soon 
. To every land be given ; 
And grace divine our hearts attune, 

That we may live for heaven ! 

Give the blessing, Lord ; 

Send the Spirit down ; 
Lead us in the path of love 

To win the starry crovm. 

(623) 9 
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Then shall hosannaB riae. 

And sacred joj abound. 
Till we shall gather in the skies, 

"With love and glory crowned. 

Give the blessing, Lord ; 

Send the Spirit down ; 
Lead us in the path of love 

To win the starry crown. 



OH ! FOR A HOME IN HEAVEN* 

" Here we have no condnaini; dty, bat we seek one to come." 

On earth, beset with care, 

As pilgrims now we roam ; 
But Grod will hear his people's prayer 

A.nd bring his loved ones home, 
To sin^f their loving Father's praise 

Throughout eternal days. 

Oh ! for a home in heaven. 

Oh ! for the better land 

Of perfect peace and love. 
Where shining angels ever stand 

Around the throne above, 
And chant the great Bedeemer's praise 

Throughout eternal days. 

Oh ! for a home in heaven. 

Ob ! for that saving grace 
The Comforter bestows, 
That we may run our Christian race 
Till life on earth shall dose, 

* Written for Mr. Sankey. 
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And we the Holy Spirit's praise 
Shall sing through endless days. 
Oh ! for a home in heaven. 

And at the great white throne, 

Where saints adoring meet, 
Well cast our crowns of glory down 

At our Immanuel's feet, 
And there divine hosannas raise 

Throughout eternal days. 

Oh ! for a home in heaven. 



THE BETTEE COUNTEY. 

' The glory of God did iij^hten it, and the Lamb is the light thereof. . . .There shall be 

no night there."— RHV. xxL 83, 25. 

There's a sweet lovely land far away, 

It is up in the valleys of heaven, 
Where the saints are all bright in their shining array, 

That the dear loving Saviour has given. 

And they sing there the ever-new song, 

As their crowns at his footstool they lay ; 
And high halleluiahs are echoed along 

In that sweet lovely land far away, far away. 

In that sweet lovely land far away. 

They tell of the wonderful way 
In which they were led to behold 
How Jesus had found them when going astray, 
And carried them back to the fold. 
Oh ! blessed communion of love. 
To meet with such dear ones a;a t\iey *, 
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To gather again in the mansions above, 

In the sweet lovely land far away, far away. 
In the sweet lovely land far away. 

Our parents and friends will be there, 

Our brothers and sisters, and all 
That have walked in the pathway of praise and of prayer 

And loved on the Saviour to call. 

They will welcome us home to the rest 

That is brighter than loveliest day ; 
To the hallowed abode of the good and the blest. 

In the sweet lovely land far away, far away. 

In the sweet lovely land far away. 

Live, then, for this glorious land ; 

Do good in the name of the Lord ; 
Have faith in the power of the Father, whose hand 

Can comfort and blessing afford. 

And when the last struggle shall cease, 

And life and its sorrows decay, 
The angels will carry our spirits in peace 

To the sweet lovely land far away, far away. 

To the sweet lovely land far away 



LORD OF ALL. 

' In the keepin^r of thy commandments there is g^eat reward. 

Great Father, Lord of all ! 

In thee alone I live; 
Day unto day proclaims thy love, 
And all the shining ones above 

Adoring \xomag,ft ^-^^^ 



LORD OF ALL. 133 

And I would also bow 

Before thy sacred throne, 
And humbly, meekly pray that thou 
Inspire me with thy Spirit now. 

And make me all thine own. 

I would not lay my head 

Upon my pillow, Lord, 
Nor rest me in my kindly bed. 
Until I bent the knee, and read 

Thy ever-blessed Word. 

I would not take the gifts 

Thy providence bestows. 
Without a blessing asked from thee 
On every mercy granted me 

From dawn of day till close, 

I would not take my seat 

Within the house of prayer. 
Nor dare to sit at Jesus' feet. 
Unless thy Holy Spirit meet 

And bid me welcome there. 

I would not seek to stay 

For ever on this earth. 
Nor pass my fleeting life away. 
Without attaining, day by day, 

The higher, nobler birth. 

Nor would I wish to die, 
And leave this deaeit Aaad, 
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Unless I felt thy presence nigh, 
To guide me to a home on high, 
With all the sainted band. 

There would I seek to be, 
There have my dwelling-place, 
And in eternal songs proclaim 
The glory of my Saviour's name. 
And his redeeming grace. 



^ 



THE LAND OF LOVE .♦ 

A HYMN FOR THB LITTLB ONSa 

Therb is a land of love, 

God's children know it well ; 
A holy place prepared above, 
Where saints and angels dwell 
Little children, come— 

Come at God's command ; 
Find a sweeter, dearer home 
In yonder Happy Land. 

No vexing thoughts are there. 

No sorrow and no pains ; 
Eternal blessings wait you where 
Your dear Eedeemer reigns. 
Little children, come— 

Come at God's command ; 
Find a sweeter, dearer home 
Li yonder Happy Land. 

* Itaae 10 — Saokeff* " Soared Songt awl Solot." 
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And hallowed soDgs are sung 
By loving hearts and true; 
And bright and golden harps are strung 
To strains for ever new. 
Little children, come — 

Come at God's command ; 
Find a sweeter, dearer home 
In yonder Happy Land. 

In that divine abode 

The Sabbath shines for aye, 
And all the ransomed worship God 
In everlasting day. 
Little chDdren, come — 

Come at God's command ; 
Find a sweeter, dearer home 
In yonder Happy Land. 

Your loving Saviour stands, 
A welcome there to give; 
And fondly calls, with outstretched hands, 
" Oh, come to me and live !" 
Little children, come — 

Come at God's command ; 
Find a sweeter, dearer home 
In yonder Happy Land. 

And striving now with you, 

The Holy Spirit given. 
Is waiting— willing to renew 

And fit you all for heaven. 
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Little children, come — 
Come at God's command ; 

Find a sweeter, dearer home 
In yonder Happy Land. 



AN OPEN DOOR IN HEAVEN * 

" Behold, I have set before thee an open door." — REV. iiL 8. 

Away from God and truth 

I wandered far astray. 
Till Mercy taught my erring youth 

The new and better way. 

Jesus whispered peace ; 

Love and hope were given ; 
Faith beheld with beaming eye 

An open door in heaven. 

How hateful then was sin, 

When holiness bestowed 
The truer, purer life within, 

That brought me near to God. 

Jesus whispered peace ; 

Love and hope were given ; • 
Faith beheld with beaming eye 

An open door in heaven. 

How precious is the blood 
My Saviour shed for me ; 
The fountain of that crimson flood 
Is ever full and free. 

• Tune 10 — Sankey's "Songs and Solos.** 
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Jesus whispered peace ; 
Love and hope were given ; 
Faith beheld with beaming eye 
An open door in heaven. 



And blessed was the hour 

That saw my spirit rise, 
To seek, away from Satan's power, 

A mansion in the skies. 

Jesus whispered peace ; 

Love and hope were given ; 
Faith beheld with beaming eye 

An open door in heaven. 

Our years are gliding fast. 

And soon no more will be ; 
Oh, then, how wise, ere life is past, 

To labour, Lord, for thee. 

Jesus whispered peace ; 

Love and hope were given ; 
Faith beheld with beaming eye 

An open door in heaven. 

And when our Christian race 

Shall cease, on earth, for aye. 
Our song will be of saving gi-ace, 

In one long Sabbath day. 

Jesus whispered peace ; 

Love and hope were given ; 
Faith beheld with beaming eye 

An open door in heavQu. 
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OUR FATHER'S HOUSE.* 

" In my Father's house are many mansions." 

Our Father's house in heaven ! 

How precious is the thought. 
That there, with all our sins forgiven, 

We shall at length be brought. 

Blessed land of love. 

Sweet and peaceful rest ; 
May we in that home above 

Repose on Jesus' breast. 

No setting suns are there. 
No dark and cloudy night. 

For all is beautiful and fair 
"With God's own holy light 
Blessed land of love. 
Sweet and peaceful rest ; 

May we in that home above 
Repose on Jesus' breast. 

There in hosannas sweet 
We shall our God adore ; 

And loving, parted friends will meet, 
To part again no more. 
Blessed land of love. 
Sweet and peaceful rest ; 

May we in that home above 
Repose on Jesus' breast. 

* Tune 10— 5anfcey'« " Sacred Songs and Soloi.** 
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Our bliss will be divine, 

As at the throDe we bow ; 
And bright the golden crown will shine 

Upon the Christian's brow. 

Blessed land of love, 

Sweet and peaceful rest ; 
May we in that home above 

Bepose on Jesus' breast. 

And in that sinless land 

Of endless Sabbath days, 
The saints wiU join the ^ph band 

In hallowed songs of praise. 

Blessed land of love. 

Sweet and peaceful rest ; 
May we in that home above 

Eepose on Jesus' breast. 

Delightful thought, to be 

In that divine abode. 
And there for ever worship thee, 

Our Saviour, and our God. 

Blessed land of love, 

Sweet and peaceful rest ; 
May we in that home above 

Bepose on Jesus' breast. 
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MARY W- 



WHO DIED JANUARY 34, 1838, AGED NINE YSAUS. 



" Not lost, but gone before. 




JAREWELL ! dear Mary, thou art now 
Relieved from pain and care ; 
The beams of glory gild thy brow, 
For perfect bliss is thine, and thou 
Before thy Saviour's throne shalt bew, 
And sing with angels there. 



Ah ! thou wert not permitted long 

To bless us by thy love ; 
Thy evening prayer and morning song, 
Thy wish to join the heavenly throng, 
Foretold that thou wouldst soon belong 

To dearer friends above. 



Thy wish is gained, and all thy fears 
Have passed like dreams away ; 
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Thine eye is now undimmed by tears, 
For golden harps thy spirit hears, 
And on thy raptured view appears 
The blaze of endless day. 

Well done ! thou good and faithful one, 

The better fight was thine ; 
Tliy earthly task was swiftly done, 
Thy Christian race with ardour run, 
And now, the crown of glory won. 

Thy bliss shall be divine. 

The smiles of spring shall come again. 
And clothe the fields with bloom ; 

The summer fiowers bedeck the plain, 

And birds awake their woodland strain ; 

But, Mary, these awake in vain 
The stillness of the tomb. 

Farewell ! and though, in humble trust 

To meet again with thee, 
Thy weeping friends, in sorrow, must 
Consign thy body to the dust, — 
Yet, Mary, yet among the just 

Thy spirit's home shall be. 

And when yon skies shall roll away. 

And sun and stars be dim ; 
When nature's bloom shall all decay, 
And time and death depart for aye, — 
Thy God shall be thy strength and stay, 

And thou shalt reign, with.'hm. 



H2 ELEGIAC PIECES. 

VERSES 

A.DDkB88KD TO TBS OHTT.DRKN OW THB CITT SCHOOL, NXDDRY STREET, 

ON THB DEATHS Or JOHN m'l , AGED TEN, AND ELIZABETH 

G , AGED NINE YEARS, TWO OT THEIR rELLOW-SOBOLARS, WHO 

DIED BETWEEN UST AND S7TH TEBRUART 18311. 

How swiftly pass life's little hours, 

How soon time glides away ! 
Like summer smiles and summer flowers 

We flourish and decay ; 
And homes which we have loved and known, 
Know us no more when we are gone. 

Ah ! who can tell that we shall be 

To-morrow as to-day? 
Yon setting sun may rise to see 

Our pale and lifeless clay ; 
And all the beauty Nature gave 
May then lie buried in the grave. 

" Death's thousand doors" are opened wide, 

And youth and age must die ; 
But happy he who seeks to guide 

His spirit to the sky : 
His home is heaven, his portion this— 
An immortality of bliss. 

How lately since we met the gaze. 

In health and beauty too, 
Of those we loved, whose numbered days 

Nor age nor manhood knew. 
And where, we ask, are they — ah ! where 
Have gone the young, the good, the fair ? 
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Truth points us out the sacred home 

O'er which affection mourns, 
And tears of grief bedew the tomb 

Where dust to dust returns ; 
And Death exclaims, '' Be ready too ; 
Eemember, child, thy days are few !'' 

O children ! early seek to know 

Your kind Creator's love. 
Before those days draw nigh which woe, 

And grief, and labour prove ; 
And He who guides in virtue's path 
Shall be your God in life and death. 

And then, when time shall cease to be, 

And death itself is dead ; 
When those who loved not God shall see 

Their Judge in fear and dread, — 
The dead in Christ shaU rise again, 
And reign with him a deathless reign. 



VEESES 

WBITTKN ON THE DEATH OT HELEN I , A SCHOLAR AT THE NIZ>X>RT 

STREET SCHOOL, WHO DIED ON WEDNESDAY, NOVEMBER 11, 1835, 
AGED TEN TEAKS. 

Sleep in thy narrow bed, departed one ; 

Thine is the slumber of unbroken sleep ; 
Thy little span is closed, and thou hast won 

Thine endless rest, while we remain to weep. 

Oh ! with what grief of heart we think on thee, 
So young, and gay, and beautiful ^et\. VkwiV 
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No sorrow dimmed thy gentle spirit's glee ; 
But where, ah ! Helen, is that spirit now ? 

Say, canst thou look from thine eternal home 
On this dim world which thou hast left behind ? 

Oh ! canst thou not in peaceful vision come, 
Like soft endearments to the wdunded mind ? 

Where is the bloom that lately filled thy cheek ? 

Where is the brightness of thy beaming eye ? 
And where the -step that fondly wont to seek 

The path that led to glory in the sky ? 

Ah ! had we known that thou so soon shouldst be 

Like fragile flower so early nipped away, 
' How would thy spirit have been urged to flee 
With eager flight to seek eternal day ! 

How oft hast thou, on Sabbath's holy eve, 
Joined in the hymn of praise with those we love ; 

How oft we heard the sacred word, " Believe, 
And ye shaU reign as kings and priests above." 

The Sabbath stillness hears our praises yet. 
But thine^ dear Helen, we no longer hear ; 

The little sunbeam of thy life is set, 

And far art thou from our ungenial sphere. 

What though among the dust of death we lie. 
What though the cold and narrow house be ours, 

We fondly hope to meet again on high. 
And bloom amid a paradise of flowers. 
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Farewell ! farewell ! till we attain that land 
Which thou, dear Helen, hast so early won ; 

In this we see a Father's gracious hand, 
And say, submissive, " Let thy will be done." 



STANZAS 

WRITTEN ON VI8ITINO THE GRAVE OF MARY STEWART, WHO DIED 
NOVEMBER tS, 1839, AQED FIVE YEARS. 

" Of such Is the kingdom of heaven." 

Soft are thy slumbers, gentle child. 

And sweetly art thou sleeping ; 
Thine eyes, that oft upon us smiled, 
Now beam in bliss, and beauty mild, 
Though ours for thee are weeping. 

And yet, why should we weep for thee, 

Who art in glory dwelling ? 
Thy spirit, now from sorrow free. 
Shall ever with thy Saviour be, 

And hear his praises swelling. 

What though thy youthful body hid 

Be now in death reclining ; 
A voice proclaims, though thou art dead. 
Yet on thy fair and honoured head 

The crown of life is shining. 

And thou hast sung that holy song, 

Which angel-bands are singing ; 
And thou hast joined the blessed throng, 
Whose halleluiahs, loud and Ipng, 
Around the throne are ringiiig. 
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And in that fair and happy land, 

Whose beauty cannot wither, 
We hope, ere long, like thee to stand, 
And, at our Father's dear right hand. 
Unite in praise together. 

The flow'rets, in their beaiiteous bloom, 
May sweetly smile around thee, 

And gild the loneness of thy tomb ; 

But purer beauty shall illume 
The glory that hath crowned thee. 

Soft be thy slumbers, gentle one, 

For rest to thee is given ; 
We know that when our work is done. 
Well meet beyond yon smiling sun, 
To part no more in heaven. 



THE DEATH OF THE YOUNG AND THE 
DEAELY-LOVED. 

ADDRESSED TO THE SORBOWINa MOTHER. 

" Not lost, but gone before." 

Fond mother, weep not for thy beautiful boy. 

So bright and so beautiful now ; 
His Saviour has placed, in the fulness of joy, 

A crown on his glorified brow. 
Weep not ; for he lives in the mansions of love, 

No more to feel sorrow or pain ; 
His dwelliug is now in the temple above. 

And there thou shalt meet l[nm. again. 
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The light of his eye may be shrouded in gloom, 

The glow of his beauty be fled, 
And fondest affection may weep at the tomb 

That yields him a desolate bed ; 
But weep not, oh ! weep not, for happy is he, 

Where saints and where seraphim reign ; 
And could he address us, his language would be, 

" Weep not — ^you shall meet me again." 

The summer may pass, and the winter appear, 

Tlie flow'rets all wither and die; 
And tender fidelity cancel the tear 

That falls from the sorrowful eye : 
But seasons may pass, and our friends may depart. 

And blossoms decay on the plain ; 
Yet hope shall be bright in the sanctified heart. 

Until we shall meet him again. 

Fond mother, weep not ; for the stroke is divine. 

And comes from a merciful hand ; 
Your darling shall now with the cherubim shine. 

And smile in a happier land. 
Oh, then, be it ours in devotion to rise 

To Him who for sinners was slain ; 
And gladly at last shall we soar to the skies. 

And meet thy loved cherub again. 

Fond mother, weep not for the soii of thy love. 

So bright and so beautiful now ; 
He reigns with his God and his Saviour above, 

With a crown on his glorified "bxo-w. 
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Weep not ; for he lives in a purer abode, 
No more to feel sorrow or pain ; 

His dwelling is now in the temple of Grod, 
And there we shall meet him again. 



STANZAS 

WRITTEN IN BERSAVKMKNT ON THS DSATH Or XABIA, MY BELOVED 
WIFE, WHO FELL ASLEEP ON THE MORNINO OV DECEMBER 7, 1847, 
AGED TWENTr-SIX TEARS. 

My wife — ^my own loved wife — adieu ! 

I cannot, will not, say farewell! 
For all the promises are true, 

And we shall yet together dwell 
In bliss ineffable, and pure, 
That shall, like God himself, endure. 

My wife — ^my own loved wife — ^no more 

I gaze upon thine angel eye ; 
No longer read aflfection's lore. 

That I have read in days gone by, — 
A lore that taught thy husband's heart 
The ties that death alone can part. 

My wife — ^my own loved wife — ^the hand 
That laid thee lo^, can raise me up ; 

And His omnipotent command 
Can sanctify this bitter cup. 

Which I am doomed to drink, in this 

My day of deep \m\ia.ppm^«&. 
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My wife — my darling wife — the Ood 
That gave thee to me takes again ; 

And I must bow beneath the rod 
That thus, with agonizing pain, 

Hath crushed my spirit, and destroyed 

The blissful hopes I once enjoyed. 

My wife — my own loved wife — that word 

Recalls to mind the blessed hour, 
When first with ecstasy I heard 

Thy darling voice confess the power 
That bound thee to me, all thy life, 
My angel-guard, companion, wife. 

My wife — ^my faithful wife — ^the night 
Of change and death hath o'er me gone ; 

Our summer-evening walks, when bright 
The setting sun in glory shone. 

All, all have passed away ; and now 

TJnmingled sorrow clouds my brow. 

My loving wife, I weep, in tears 

Of deepest agony, to know 
That through my sad remaining years. 

In aU my pilgrimage below. 
Thy voice in music's holy strain 
Can never bless my soul again. 

My darling wife, we fondly thought 
That happy days were yet in store ; 

That purer bliss would yet be brought 
Than ever we had felt before, 
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When thou wouldst have thy cares beguiled 
By watching o'er thy tender child. 

But He who rules in yonder heaven, 

Supreme, infallible, divine, 
Hath taught me this, that blessings given 

To erring man can never shine 
On earth immutable, for they 
Are lent us only for a day. 

And thus, ah ! thus it is with me : 
My cup of blessings overflowed ; 

For I was blest indeed with thee. 
My path of life was thickly strewed 

With flowers of dear domestic bloom, 

That now lie faded on thy tomb. 

Thy tomb ! alas !— O Holy One, 
Who slightest not the broken heart. 

In mercy see me from thy throne. 
Sustain, console, and grace impart. 

And whisper, while I kiss the rod, 
" Be still, and know that I am God." 

And I am still, yet would I weep— 
Forbid me not — ^in silent grief : 

Thy arm of love around me keep. 
Till welcome death shall bring relief, 

And I again united be 

In deathless life with her and Thee. 

And since no more the house of prayer 
Shall hear the moWief ^ ^\i^ ot praise, 
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May she, the bud — a father's care, 
Be early led in Wisdom's ways ; 
To her be grace divinely given. 
And truth to fit her soul for heaven. 

Eternal Good ! I now resign 

My all to thee, for I am done 
With earthly joys — oh ! be it mine 

To love, like her, thy blessed Son, 
That I, as she, when life shall cease. 
May pass away in perfect peace 

My wife — my sainted wife — ^adieu ! 

I will not, cannot, say farewell ! 
For all the promises are true. 

And we shall yet together dwell 
In bliss ineffable, and pure. 
That shall eternally endure. 



« YE WHO E'ER LOST AJST ANGEL, PITY ME." 

It is a painful thing to weep. 

And sorrow thus from day to day ; 
To dream at night, in troubled sleep. 

Of joys for ever passed away ! 
Oh ! it is sad to think that all 

Of sunshine in my earthly path 
Is set and sunk beneath the pall 

Of cold inexorable death. 

There was a time when every flower, 
And staj> and stream, were aweet a.Ti^\st\^\,\ 
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Our dwelling was affection's bower, 
And SUE its beauty and delight. 

My Mary ! those were hallowed days ; 
We sat beneath the smile of God, 

And bliss domestic poured its rays 
In glory on our loved abode. 

Tlie sacred glQw of holy love 

That ever filled thy faithful heart, 
Seemed more an essence from above 

Than aught a creature could impart ; 
And I have felt, when thou wert near, 

A thrill of perfect rapture given, 
A joy ineffable and dear. 

That seemed the very bliss of heaven. 

And there was beauty in thine eye, 

And music in thy soothing voice, 
That dried the tear, and hushed the sigh, 

And bade the saddened heart rejoice. 
I was a happy husband then. 

For bliss unmingled crowned my life ; 
But such I cannot be again. 

Bereaved of all in thee, my wife. 

Oh ! it is sorrowf id to say 

To every earthly joy — farewell ! 
And bid those valued friends away. 

With whom the spirit loved to dwell ; 
And yet it must be so, for when 

Tlie tender heart has been bereaved. 
It is in solitude the pain 

Of bitter woe can be relieved. 



" YE WHO e'er lost AN ANGEL, PITY ME." 153 

It is amid the silent shades 

Of deep seclusion we can find 
That holy peace which never fades, 

That faith which sanctifies the mind. 
The wounded spirit cannot bear 

To mingle in the busy scene ; 
Nor can it hope again to share 

In joys where it has happy been. 

And thus I feel, amid the woe 

That wrings my desolated heart, 
As if my tears would ever flow. 

And every hope for time depart. 
Oh ! bitter Death, thou truly hast 

Made havoc of my heart and home ; 
How sweetly bright was all the past, 

But oh ! how dark the years tc^ come ! 

It is a blessed thing to know 

That in sublimer worlds above 
No sigh is heaved, no tear can flow, 

To dim the holiness of love. 
No parting pang can ever there 

The spirit's perfect peace destroy ; 
Nor sorrow, with corroding care, 

Embitter the eternal joy. 

And in its songs seraphic, now. 
Dear loving One, thy spirit joins, 

While on thy ever-honoured brow 
A diadem of glory shines. 

Oh ! it were blessedness to be 
Amid the shining courts on higji. 
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And siDg in lofty strains with thee 
The halleluiahs of the sky. 

Be this my hope, amid the gloom 

That ever overhangs my mind ; 
And when, within the silent tomb, 

Bepose from all my grief I find. 
Oh ! may my spirit meet with thine. 

My excellent and absent One, 
And as we worship Love divine. 

Adoring say, " Thy will be done." 



VERSES 

ADDRESSED TO A FRIEND WHO KINDLY ADVISED, 
" Weep not for her." 

I WEEP not for her ; she is safe in the bosom 
Of Jesus, who took her to live in his love ; 

And now as a plant of renown she will blossom 
Amid the emparadised mansions above. 

I weep for myself, for my home now deserted ; 

I weep for my baby, all motherless left ; 
And well may I weep, when I think, broken-hearted. 

How lonely my lot since of Mary bereft. 

The voice of afiection may tenderly chide me. 
And speak of a bliss that can never be mine ; 

The star of her faith and her virtues will guide me. 
Until r shall meet her in glory divine. 
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And oh ! as we gaze on the glories above us, 

And join in hosannas eternally new, 
How sweet to abide with a God that will love us, 

And bid to all sorrow for ever adieu ! 



HAPPY YEARS. 

1844-1847. 

They were, they are not now, and future times 
Cannot recall those happy days again ; 

No change of scene, no home in foreign climes. 
Can ever soothe the anguish of my pain. 

She was my life and light, and every day 
And hour were hallowed with her blessed love ; 

My wedded years as sweetly passed away 
As dreams of beauty from a world above. 

And who can soothe my broken spirit now? 

What glory light the darkness of my sky? 
With whom shall I again adoring bow 

As we have bowed before the throne on high? 

It may not, cannot be ; she liveth still 
As pure and perfect in this widowed heart 

As when her voice in loving tones would thrill 
My raptured soul, and holy bliss impart. 

Loved of my soul and heart, my matchless wife ! 

My star of hope, shall ever point to thee ; 
Thou wert my guardian angel in thy life. 

And we in death shall not divided \iQ. 
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VERSES 

OK VISITIMO HKB RESTINO-PLACB, ROSEBANK OKMBTERT. 

AUGUST 1849. 

Sleep in thy lonely bed, 

My first and only love ; 
The shades of evening now are spread 

O'er all the sky above ; 
And here thy husband loves to be, 
To pass a holy hour with thee. 

Oh ! while my spirit weeps 
Thy sad and early doom, 

And with unmingled anguish keeps 
Its vigils at thy tomb ; 

No precious welcome here is found, 

Unbroken silence reigns around. 

The pale moon's silver light 

Is beaming in the sky ; 
And gently falls in radiance bright 

Where now in grief I lie : 
Oh ! Mary, Mary, how those rays 
Recall the dreams of other days. 

And they are all away. 

Those sweet and sunny hours ; 

And nipped in premature decay, 
Affection's lovely flowers : 

My peace has fled with them and thee. 

And sorrow deep remaiua to me. 
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Canst thou behold the grief, 

The anguish, and the woe, 
The pain that cannot find relief 

Where'er my footsteps go ? 
No change of scene can ever part 
Thy blessed image from my heart. 

How sunless now to me 

Are summer's happy hours ; 
And oh, how hueless seem to be 

Its once delightful flowers : 
Their glory and their beauty fled 
When thou wert numbered with the dead. 

And can I never be 

As I have been before ? 
Shall no kind hand again to me 

My long lost joys restore ? 
Ah, yes ! a purer bliss is given 
To those who meet again in heaven. 

And I shall meet thee there. 

My faithful loving One, 
All saved, and sanctified, and fair, 

As angels round the throne ; 
No parting pang shall ever then 
Afflict my anguished soul again. 

Oh ! with what holy joy. 

What ecstasy divine. 
Shall we our golden harps employ 

Where saints in glory aVime, 
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And in seraphic numbers sing 
The praises of our Saviour King. 



And she wiU meet us there, 

Our sweet and only child, 
Whose tender love has soothed my care, 

And deepest grief beguiled ; 
She too in heavenly peace shall rest, 
And we shall be for ever blest. 



SAD MEMOEIES OF OTHEE DAYS. 

Again the mournful day returns 

That saw me left in hopeless grief ; 
And still the flame of anguish bums 

In this sad breast — and no relief. 
Ah ! Mary, Mary ! years have passed 

Since thy sweet spirit went away. 
And I have borne the bitter blast 

Of my long, dreary winter's day. 
To thee thy early death was gain. 

For blest eternally art thou ; 
But ah ! to me the anguish then. 

The unabated sorrow now : 
No tender, loving friend to cheer, 

No gentle hand to wipe the tear ; 
My home no summer bloom has blest. 

My heart has felt no peaceful rest ; 
The tear, unbidden, wets my cheek, 

And tells the grief I cannot %peak. 
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Thus has it been — thus it will be — 

Until to me the boon is given 
To meet, by grace divine, with thee, 

And our dear little Lamb, in heaven. 



CARDIPHONIA 

ON THE DEATH, BY AOOIDBNT, OF MY MOTHERLESS CHILD, 
MARIA MIYART, AGED THREE AND A HALF YEARS. 

Almighty God, I bow. 

Submissive to thy will ; 
Be thou my only portion now, 

Uphold and guide me still : 
Oh, leave me not, in this dark hour, 
To doubt thy faithfulness and power ! 

Thy holy will be done. 
Thou knowest what is best ; 

But oh, accept me in thy Son, 
And give my spirit rest ! 

A broken heart, indeed, is mine ; 

But thou canst bless with love divine. 

Oh, dreadful was the blow 

That fell upon my head 
When my fond loving wife lay low. 

And slept among the dead ! 
No ray of light relieved the gloom 
That hung unbroken o'er her tomb. 

She was the loved of all. 
The beautiful and good *, 
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But death has made my heart and hall 

One dismal solitude. 
Yet had I one sweet comfort left 
When of my faithful wife bereft. 

My child ! my darling pet ! 

My lovely little gem ! 
Oh, thou, wert more than rubies set 

In brightest diadem ; 
And there was in thy sparkling eye 
The very starlight of the sky. 

In sorrow's bitter day, 

When tears and sighs were mine, 
Thy fondness chased the clouds away, 

And made the darkness shine ; 
And on my soul, in magic spell, 
Thy dear and lisping accents felL 

Thou wert my only child. 

Sweet image of my wife. 
The little angel that beguiled 

My sad and lonely life ; 
And I was glad in thee to trace 
Thy gentle mother's love and grace. 

How cheering were the rays 

Of promise, and the hope 
That seemed to gild my future days 
. And bear my spirit up. 
When thou wouldst dry my flowing tears. 
And sweetly bless my closing years 1 
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And I have lost thee too, 
• My loving little one ; 
And thou hast left me to renew 

A race already run — 
A race of anguish and of paiu, 
A life of bitter grief again. 

But thou art happy now, 

Among the blest in heaven ; 
Thy God hath crowned thy shining brow, 

And perfect glory given : 
For thou hast met, in deathless love, 
Thy mother in the courts above. 

That sweet and holy look 

Thy lovely visage showed. 
Ere yet thy ransomed spirit took 

Its blessed flight to God, 
Bespoke a glimpse of purer light 
Than ever falls on mortal sight. 

And must I ever weep ? 

Shall anguish still be mine ? 
And must thy grieving parent keep 

His vigils at thy shrine ? 
Can nothing soothe this wasting grief. 
And bring his bleeding heart relief ? 

Ah yes ! an hour will come, 
An hour of sweet release, 
To call my wounded spirit home 
To glory and to peace. 
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Oh, blessed day ! when we shall own 
A Saviour-God, before his throne ! 

My darling wife and child ! 

My beautiful and good ! 
Ah ! who shall now in accents mild 

Console my solitude ? 
No rest for me, till rest is given 
By God himself, with you in heaven. 



THE VEEY KEV. PEINCIPAL HAlrDANE, 

ST. ANDREWS. OBIIT 1854. 
" He was a good man, and full of faith." 

Much loved and honoured — venerated man ! 

A thousand hearts unite to bless thy name 

And spread thy worthy praise ; and thousands more 

Lament, in sorrow deep, a faithful friend, 

In whose most manly breast and tender heart 

Unfeigned affection had its dwelling-place. 

Bright in the page of memory I trace 

The happy day when j&rst I heard thy voice 

Of cordial welcome to thy kindly home. 

And found in thee a father and a friend. 

How oft, in accents of sublimest power. 

And melting tenderness, hast thou implored 

The reckless wanderer from the paths of peace 

To ponder well, believe, repent, and live ; 

Or in befitting wisdom cheered, and led 

Thy faithful people in the pastures green, 

And by the quiet waters, till they felt, 

A& from above, a sweet attxadiNe -^wer. 
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That with persuasive influence divine 
Possessed their soul, and drew them near to God. 
Oft has thy welcome presence cheered the heart 
Of mourning friends in sorrow's cloudy day, 
And soothed and blessed the bed of languishing 
With tender words and hopes of future joy. 
And at thy feet — like him who sat and learned 
From famed Gamaliel, in days of yore — 
How many men, renowned, have learned of thee 
The nobler science that prepares for heaven ; 
And in their native land, or far away 
In other distant climes, are raising now 
The standard of the Cross, and urging all. 
With fervid eloquence, to hear the voice. 
The pleading voice of God, beseeching them 
To seek salvation while it may be found ; 
That on their land, so dark and dismal now. 
The glorious light of righteousness may shine. 
And in thy loving heai't for generous youth 
A pure aflfection dwelt ; and oft the tear 
Stole down thine aged cheek, as tenderly, 
Like fondest mother, they were taught by thee 
To choose the better part, and evermore 
Remember their Creator while the days 
Of youthful years continued — that at length 
They might attain immortal life above. 
Rest from thy labours, faithful man of God ! 
The Master calls thee to a brighter home ; 
Thine was a useful life, and thou hast reaped 
A rich reward, a never-fading crown. 
Ours be the joy to meet again with thee 
Amid the high beatitude of beaven. 
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THE DEAD BBIDE. 

A DEEP and wailing plaint hath come 
From o'er the Atlantic wave : 

A dear and loved one sleeps the sleep 
From which no tears could save : 

And all her fair and rosy bloom 

Lies buried in her early tomb. 

Oh, why has dark bereavement thus 

So soon, so sadly come. 
And scattered desolation round 

The happy nuptial home 1 
Our fondest hopes are withered now, 
For death has paled her smiling brow. 

Ah ! well thou moumest, lonely one. 
Thine " Earth star's " faded light ; 

For though the Spring again return, 
And Summer skies be bright. 

Yet shall no season ever see 

Her fond return to love and thee. 

^ And you, ye mourning friends, who long 

The dear departed wept, 
And soothed her gentle spirit, till 

In death's embrace she slept, — 
Oh, think, as memory's visions rise, 
That she is happy in the skies. 

And sorrow not as those who have 
No hope beyond tVie tAm\) \ 
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For now a fairer clime is hers 

Than earth with all its bloom ; 
And in that pure and bright abode 
She reigns with her Kedeemer-God. 

The sunshine of that better land 

Shall never pass away ; 
Angelic bands seraphic sing 

In everlasting day ; 
And her dear voice in anthems sweet 
Now joins them at the Saviour's feet. 

Delightful thought ! that Christians there 

Shall live in love divine, 
While, radiant with the smile of God, 

In glory bright they shine. 
And reap, with holy rapture given. 
The peace, the perfect bliss of heaven. 



VEKSES 

ON TBI DKATH OF THS RSV. DB. W. K. TWXXDIK, WHO DIBD ON 

HABCH 24. 1864. 

And thou art gone, dear man of God, 

To join the halleluiah throng, 
That ever in their bright abode 
Take up the never-dying song, 
And sing the wonders of that gracious plan 
That brought salvation down to fallen man. 

Thine was an honoured life — and thine 
Waa a triumphant, happy d^aA^i^ 



I 
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For thou wert led, by grace divine, 
To choose the ever-blessed path 
That guides the spirit, o*er life's ocean driven, 
To peace and rest amid the bliss of heaven. 

It was thy heartfelt joy to do 

Thy heavenly Master's holy will ; 
In season — out of season too. 
To be, in truth, abounding still 
In works of faith, and righteousness, and love, 
That follow thee to brighter lands above. 

Thou wert a faithful watchman set 

On Zion's consecrated towers, 
To guide the pilgrim often met 
In such a sinful world as ours, — 
The wayward pilgrim, erring from the road 
That leads the soul to glory and to God. 

No more thy mourning people now 

Shall worship here again with thee ; 
With hearts bereaved they humbly bow 
Submissive to that high decree 
That takes their much-loved pastor to the skies, 
And fills with sorrow's tears their weeping eyes. 

No more the Sabbath's hallowed light 
Shall rest upon thy placid brow ; — 
A glory more divinely bright 

Shines on thy ransomed spirit now ; 
And high hosannas of adoring praise 
Shall be thy blest employ through endless days. 
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Oft where thy precious ashes sleep 
Shall fall aflfection*a sacred tear ; 
And far away will others weep 
The loss of one so truly dear. 
Oh ! earnest man of God, a fond adieu, 
Till we shall also join the song for ever new. 



IN MEMORIAM. 

MI88 SUSAKNA O , WHO DIED AT ALOKR, ALOBRIA, 

IfAJlOH 29, 1883, AGKD SSVSNTKKN YSAR8. 

Another sun is set, 

Another flower cut down, 
Another loved one gone to get 

The never-fading crown, — 
To wear it in the " Better Land," 
Among the bright seraphic band. 

Beloved Susanna, now 

Thy sorrows all are o'er ; 
Thy earthly race is run, and thou 

Hast reached the blessed shore, 
Where not a bosom heaves a sigh. 
And not a tear bedims the eye. 

Thy spring time passed away. 

But came, alas ! too soon, — ^to lay 

Its dew-drops on thy tomb. 
And pillow thy devoted head 
In foreign lands among the dea.d. 
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A cloud has fallen now 
On Heath-Park's sunny sky ; 

And sadness reigns where often tliou 
Wert seen with smiling eye ; 

And sorrow fills each loving heart, 

Though now in sweetest bliss thou art. 

How happy were the hours 
We passed together there, 

When roaming 'mid the summer flowers 
So beautiful and fair : 

Those happy days and hours are done, — 

But thou hast brighter glory won. 

Weep not the tears of woe. 
Ye dear ones so bereaved ; 

Let streams of holy comfort flow 
To hearts so sadly grieved ; 

Believe it is a Father's love 

That takes your darling child above. 

A little while, and then 

A brighter day will rise, 
When parted friends will meet again 

In yonder starry skies, 
And there, in songs divinely sweet, 
Adore at their Redeemer's feet. 
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IN MEMORY OF DR PATRICK N- 



WHO DIBD JAKVARY 10, 1864. 
" The rightoous shall be in everlasting remembrance." 

Thet have laid him to rest in a dreamless bed, 
Where the turf on his pillow is green ; 

And now he reposes his honoured head 
With the great and the good that have been. 

And sweet be his slumbers, though early to rest, 

For he finished his labours with joy ; 
And now he has gone to the land of the blest, 

To engage in a nobler employ. 

Much loved and lamented, his excellent name 

Shall live in the love of our heart ; 
And fondly well cherish the truth of his fame. 

Till the breath of our being depart. 

Oh ! many will miss him, who gratefully knew 
His worth when they needed him most ; 

And the poor little sick ones* will weep for him too, 
When they think on the friend they have lost. 

No more shall we meet, as we often have done. 

The smile of his generous eye ; 
The fight has been fought, and the victory won, 

And he dwells with the sainted on high. 

The buds and the blossoms of spring shall appear. 

And mantle the garden with bloom ; 
But their dew-drops will blend with the sorrowful tear 

That mourners will shed at his tomb. 

* Dr. N was physician to the Sick. ChV\.<^«DL«'SLov^\\.«X. 
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And oh, may the loved ones that lonelj remain, 
Have this as their blessedness given, — 

That, parted on earth, they may gather again 
With him at the portals of heaven. 



IN MEMORY OF COLONEL M- 




WBO DOED JURB S. 188& 
** The memoiy of the jtist is blessed." 

The dreaded hour has come, 

The fatal fight is o'er ; 
His ransomed spirit now is home 

On heaven's happy shore ; 
And on his bright and honoured brow 
He wears a crown of glory now. 

Now in the " Better Land," 
From care and sorrow free, 
Amid the pure angelic baild 

His dweUing-place shall be ; 
And there, in high and holy love, 
Keign as a king and priest above. 

Afar on India's plain 
He served his country well ; 
And many faithful friends remain. 

His sterling worth to telL 
And while the soldier's path he trod, 
He loved his Saviour and his God. 

And in his Dative land. 
That welcomed his return, 
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He tended oft the sickly band 

In poverty that mourn ; 
His good and tender heart was glad 
To cheer the little ones when sad. 

A useful life he led, 

Nor sought nor wished for fame ; 
And when the fatal arrow sped 

That smote his manly frame, 
Prepared, and blest, and sanctified. 
He calmly bowed his head, and died. 

The fervent prayer went up. 
The prayer of faith to God, — 

That He would pass the bitter cup, 
And spare the chastening rod. 

But God, supremely good and wise. 

Gave him a mansion in the skies. 

That beaming eye is dim, 

The silver cord is riven ; 
But oh, the blessed change to him. 

Amid the peace of heaven : 
To us the flowing tears remain, 
While he has reaped eternal gain. ' 

How faithful was his heart ; 

How truly did he blend. 
In one endearing character. 

The husband, father, friend. 
Oft shall the sacred tear be shed 
Where lowly rests his honoured Vi^^d, 
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Beloved mourners, keep 
His blessed home in view ; 
And let his dear example be 
A guiding-star to you ; 
So shall the hallowed joy be given, 
To meet again with him in heaven. 



IN MEMORY OF THE REV. DR GLOVER, 
OF GREENSIDE, EDINBURGH, 

WHO DIED JANUARY 30, 1871. 

Guide of our early days, 
And loving friend of riper years, 
Affection speaks thy worthy praise 

With sorrow and in tears ; 
And as we bear thee to thy rest 
Deep are the sighs that heave the breast. 

Dear honoured man of God, 
And faithful pastor of thy flock. 
We humbly bow beneath the rod 

That deals this bitter stroke : 
The Master calls — ^thy work is done — 
Thy troubles ceased — and glory won. 

How precious were the hours 
In yonder xjonsecrated Fane, — 
The sacred truths that fell like showers 

Upon the thirsty plain, 
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The songs of praise, the voice of prayer 
That breathed a pure devotion there. 

Those Sabbath days are done, 
Those holy blessings passed away ; 
And in the distant future none 

Can be so bright as they. 
Oh, may this solemn lesson given 
Direct us in the way to heaven. 

Oft o'er thy lowly urn 
The gushing tear will silent fall, 
And rich and poor sincerely mouni 

The absent friend of all. 
Enshrined shall live thy worthy fame, 
And long will Greenside bless thy ntuue. 

The lovely flowers of spring 
Will come again, and summer bloom ; 
But ah, their beauty cannot bring 

A welcome from thy tomb ; 
Yet sliall they breathe a fragrance round 
That sacred spot of hallowed ground. 

Kind " Shepherd of the sheep !" 
Divine and ever-living Head 1 
Oh, grant that while on earth we weep 

A much-loved pastor dead, 
We all may meet in deathless love, • 
A re-united church above. 



% 
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IN MEMORY OF GENTLE ANNIE M , 

TinO FBLL A8LSBP FJBBRUABY 23, 1871, 8.1S P.M., AOKD FIFTSKK YKAR8. 

She is Dot lost ; your gentle Annie sleeps 
Where sin and sorrow can afflict no more : 

Bereaved aifection in its anguish weeps, 
But oh, weep not ; she only goes before. 

It must be well, — the tender Shepherd takes 
His little lamb to his own fold of love, 

And, blest and sanctified, divinely makes 
A home for her with all the saints above. 

She is not lost ; her dear young spirit now 
Hath joined for ever the celestial band ; 

Eternjd youth and beauty crown her brow, 
Amid the glories of the " Better Land." 

Those bright and beaming eyes may now be dim 
To us, and all that knew and loved her well ; 

But oh, the bliss of being near to Him 

Whose high hosannas she has gone to swell 

Let flowYets bloom around her turfy bed, 
And sunbeams rest upon the peaceful spot ; 

The tears of fond affection will be shed, 
But gentle Annie will not be forgot. 

Yet while you weep your darling^s early death. 
Afflicted mourners, be this comfort given, — 
. One link the less now binds you to the earth, 
One tie the more unites yovvt ao\3\\» \!ifta.veu. 
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IN MEMORY OF REV. THOMAS GUTHRIE, D.D., 

WHO DIED rEBRUART S4, ISTJ. AT ST. LEONARDS-ON-THE-SEA. 

" The memory of the just is blessed." 

Lay the good man to rest ; his work is done, 
And all his cares and toils are ended now ; 

He fought the better fight, and nobly won, 
And deathless glory crowns the victor's brow. 

Lay the good man to rest, and let him sleep 

The peaceful sleep that knows no troubled dream ; 

And while around his lonely bed we weep. 
Bright on his pillow falls the summer beam. 

Yes ! he is gone — the gifted and the good — 
And we are poorer now that he is dead ; 

For who shall stand as he has often stood, 
Of orphan Httle ones the loving head ? * 

Long on the battlements of Christian truth 

The dauntless soldier kept both watch and ward, 

Alike to feeble age and erring youth 

The pastor, friend, and ever faithful guard. 

How many homes his manly presence cheered ! 

How many hearts his holy counsels blest ! 
His honoured name shall, evermore endeared. 

Live as a household word in every breast. 

Well may your heads in saddest sorrow bow ! 

Well may ye weep your loss, afflicted band I 
For who will be your friend and father now. 

To guide your spiiits to the happy land ? 

* Dr. Guthrie was the founder ot the £diiibTirgliOi\%^xi8\^BA%%|^^^^^^^ 
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Though he has gone, the faithful Shepherd lives, 
TVlio ever is through endless years the same ; 

And all the blessings and the gifts he gives, 
His gracious care and changeless love proclaim. 

Though ye are parted now, a brighter time 

Will come to those whose hearts to God are given, 

When we shall meet him in a purer clime, 
And sing with him amid the bliss of heaven. 

And you, the loved ones of his happy home. 
Weep not as those who have no hope in God ! 

He is not lost ; the Master's call hath come 
To take his servant to his bright abode. 

A little while — a few more fleeting years, 
And ye shall gather on the sinless shore. 

Where parting is not known, and sighs and tears 
Shall heave the breast and dim the eyes no more. 

Lay the good man to rest, and scatter flowers 
Upon the turf that marks his lowly bed ; 

And while we tarry here, may it be ours 
In humble faith to follow where he led. 



I 



" ANOTHER LILY GATHERED." 

BELOVED LIZZIE (mBS. M ) WENT HOME TO GOD, MAY 29, 1F73. 

" Not lost—but gone before.* 

Muse, hang thy harp in deepest grief 
Upon the lonely cypxesa tree •, 
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And let — oh, let me find relief, 

Kind, peaceful solitude, in thee. 
My heart in saddest sorrow weeps 
The sleep a dearly loved one sleeps. 

And be thy chords with ivy clad, 
And strung to strains of truest woe, 

For her whose gentle soul hath fled 
From all she knew and loved below. 

To bloom amid celestial bowers, 

A purer than all earthly flowers. 

Oh, happy days of other years ! 

When in Drumeam's halls thou wert 
The fairest of thy fair compeers, 

The love and joy of every heart, — 
The light, the glory, and the grace 
That blest and beautified the place. 

And thou art not, beloved One ! 

For thy own God hath called thee home. 
Thy youthful race was swiftly run ; 

And thou wilt now with angels roam 
In brighter lands beyond the skies. 
And sing the songs of paradise. 

Too early wert thou called away, 
Thou best and sweetest of thy kind ! 

Too soon has closed thy summer day 
For those whom thou hast left behind : 

How fondly we had kept thee here ! 

Thou wert ao gentle and so deax. 

YSJ3J 12 
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No more for thee the heather-LelL 

Or woodLmd flowers^ will sweethr bloom 

Each fature spring will only tell 
The record of thr earlT tomb : 

Bat thoa shalt lire endeared^ enshrined 

In everr loTiu^ heart and mind. 

And ever as the breezes float 

Along thjr natire Highland hiUs, 

And when their wild and plaintive note 
Comes blending with the rippling rilLs, 

In those soft breathings there will be 

Dear, tender memories of thee. 

O loved Stratheam ! the very stream 
That marmors o'er thy verdant plaius 

Glides on in sorrow, till the theme 
Is echoed back in mournful strains ; 

And birds lament in every bower 

The story of a faded flower. 

♦ Well may the tears of anguish flow, 

Well may the heavy sigh be heaved ; 
Yet, weeping parents ! may this blow. 

By which your hearts are so bereaved. 
But knit you closer in your love 
To your now sainted child above. 



And thou ! disconsolate, bereft 
Of her, thy true and faithful wife. 

Oh, may the darling baby left 
Be spared to bleaa tbee all thy life, 
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And prove to thee a priceless gem, 
Thy blessing and thy diadem. 

And humbly, meekly bow thy head 
Before His throne who never errs ; 

And think, that though thy heart has bled, 
The bright and better part is hers ; 

That one more harp is heard in heaven. 

And one more crown of glory given. 

And when shall come the blessed time 
That takes your spirit home to God, 

Believe that in yon cloudless clime. 
Where angels have their loved abode. 

Again united hearts will raise 

Sweet anthems of eternal praise. 



" WITH CHRIST, WHICH IS FAR BETTER" 

ERNEST H . DIED AUQUST 4, 1873, AGED ONE YEAK 

AND NINE MONTHS. 

Weep for the loved and young, 

The beautiful and good. 
Whose early call to sweeter life 

Leaves home a solitude : 
And clouds of sorrow now are seen 
Where only peace and joy had been. 

And yet, why thus lament ? 
Thoug}i lost to human sight. 
His gentle spirit now hath reached 
The ''land 'of pure deligTat ;" 
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There, with his Saviour and his God, 
He has a holy, bright abode. 

And with angelic hosts 
He sings the songs of heaven ; 
And now to him, beloved, redeemed. 

The crown and harp are given, 
That he may worship and adore 
His parents' God for evermore. 

And he will welcome them 
To brighter worlds than this ; 
And they shall ever live with him 

A life of perfect bliss — 
A lon^ eternity of love 
With all the holy ones above. 



IN MEMORY OF WALTER T- 



9 
WHO DIED JANUABT U, 1874» AOID TWBNTT-BIOHT TBAB8. 

" Friend after friend departs : 
Who hath not lost a friend? " 

Rest in thy peaceful bed, lamented one ; 

Too soon has passed thy mortal life away : 
How quickly has thy early race been run ! 

How sadly short thy manhood's sunny day ! 

With grief we lay thee in thy lowly bed, 
And heave the bitter sigh of deep regret ; 

To think that thou art now among the dead. 
And thy bright monmi^-«vm.iot ever set. 
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Long shall we miss thee from the social board, 
Long weep in sorrow for an absent friend ; 

And faithful memory will still record 
The many viilues that in thee did blend. 

Oh ! much esteemed — though but a pilgrim here, 
Domestic love had claimed thee as her own ; 

A duteous son — a brother truly dear — 
Beloved by all, where'er thy name was known. 

Those mountain-heights, those heath-empurpled hiJls 
That guard the beauties of Loch Eam's shore. 

And all the music of their streams and rills, 
Will meet thine eye and hear thy praise no more. 

The buds of Spring, the leafy-mantled bowers. 
Will be again, and Nature smile in bloom ; 

But fond Affection brings her fairest flowers, 
And lays her wreath upon thy early tomb. 

And by thy side thy native Tyue shall flow 
In sighing murmurs o'er her fertile plains ; 

And Summer's latest beam serenely glow 
On thy green turf where only silence reigns. 

A long farewell ! All earthly hopes are vain ; 

We reckon not of joy for future years : 
But Faith assures us we shall meet again 

In brighter lands, beyond this vale of tears. 

No cloud can ever there bedim the sky. 
Nor sorrow come where perfect bliss is given ; 

For God shall wipe the tear from every eye. 
And love eternal be the life oi \\evy.NexL, 
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IN MEMORY OF ALICE MARGARET M- 

BORN NOVEMBER 3, IHiiB ; DIED MARCH 7, l!$74, 
AQED EIGHT YEARS AMD VOUR MONTHS. 

''Of such is the ]dn|;dom of heaven." — MATT. xix. 14. 

Sweetly in thy turfy bed, 
Little pilgrim, rest thy head ; 
All thy paius are ended now, 
Deathless glory crowns thy brow. 
Early wert thou led to know 
Him who loves his children so. 
That his precious life he gave 
To redeem them from the grave. 

Early wert thou taught to kneel 
At the throne of grace, and feel 
Happy in that holy love. 
Filling now thy soul above. 
Fondly at the evening tide, 
With thy sister by thy side, 
Passed the sunny hours away 
Of thy brief and youthful day. 

Little thought we that so soon 
Yonder pale and lovely moon 
And the stars their light would shed 
On thy last and lonely bed. 
But a Father's word was given — 
" Angels, bring her up to heaven ; 
Let her be a shining gem 
lu her Siwiovix'a d\aAem" 
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Parents on a distant shore 
Never here may meet her more ; 
Hearts bereaved may sigh and weep 
Where their dear and loved ones sleep : 
But a brighter day will shine, 
By a Power, supreme, divine ; 
Bringing all the absent home, 
Where sad partings cannot come. 

Ever shall we think of thee. 
Gentle Alice, when we see 
Spring, with all her buds and bloom, 
Spread her mantle o'er thy tomb. 
Softly, sweetly rest thy head. 
Darling, in thy dreamless bed ; 
All thy cares are ended now. 
Love and glory crown thy brow. 



LINES SUGGESTED BY THE SUDDEN DEATH 
OF DR GEORGE G , 

■WHO WAS SWEPT OFF THE DECK OF THE "VICTORIA** (AMERICAN 

steamer), JANUARY 1, 1H74. 

*' Id a moment, in the twinkling of an eye," 

It was a fearful time — the sea and sky, 

A.t midnight's hour, were dismal, dark, and bleak ; 

No moonlight ray, no friendly star, shone out 

To guide the noble vessel, as she sped 

Her awful plunge, along Atlantic's breast. 

The raging winds had lashed the roUing waves 

Into terrific ^ulfs and mountam \ve\^\\.s> \ 



t 
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Aud ever and anon the hopeless cry 
Of wild despair was heard above the storm. 
Oh ! who can tell the horrors of that hour, 
When, dashed and driven o'er the angry sea, 
The stately ship rushed forward on her way. 
And creaked and shivered as the fiendish wiuds 
Tore into shreds the strong, expanding sails. 
And billow after billow leaped, and broke 
In savage fury over all the deck ! 
And there was one in that devoted bark, 
The fondest object of a mother's prayers. 
Intent to reach Columbia's distant shores. 
With her he loved, his new-made, faithful wife. 
A cry was heard ! he knew that piercing cry. 
And rushed to help in danger's awful hour. 
Ah, hapless youth ! the elemental war. 
In fatal conflict, swept him from his place. 
And deep engulfed him in the ocean wild. 

" Thy will be done," Great Euler of all worlds : 
It must be well, for thou art wise and good ; 
And though thy way be in the waters deep, 
And thy dread doings to mankind unknown. 
Yet ever art thou holy, just, and true. 
And doest that which seemeth best to thee. 

" Thy will be done" — but oh ! thy grace impart, 
To cheer and comfort the desponding soul : 
Give light in darkness — let a Father's voice 
Be heard, and loved, and trusted — say : " Fear not. 
For I am with thee : be not thou dismayed, 
I am thy God — the widow's husband I — 
To guide and guard thee in thy grief, and make 
All things to work togel\ier iox >i\i^ ^oQ>d. 
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Have faith in me ; and when thy race is run, 
lu brighter lands, where never sorrow comes, 
Nor tempests rage, ye all shall meet again, 
Bedeemed and sanctified by love divine, 
And dwell together in eternal bliss." 



IN MEMORY OF REV, JOHN MCDONALD, D.D., 

MINISTBIt or OOMRIS, WHO DIED AT XHB ILAMSK, 
SABBATH, JANUARY 17, It^A. 

" A man he was to all the country dear." 
" Blessed are the dead that die in the Lord." 

Wkep, Comrie, weep, and shed the bitter tear, 
The gloom of sorrow hangs around thee now ; 

Thy faithful pastor is no longer here, 
And sad indeed and desolate art thou. 



Long in thy hallowed fane has he proclaimed 
The holy truths he ever loved to tell ; 

A workman needing not to be ashamed 
Of the dear Master, whom he served so well. 

A man of virtue, piety, and love — 
His daily converse was of sacred things ; 

His lofty theme, the higher life above. 
And all the blessings that salvation brings. 

A faithful friend was he to all around, 

To rich and poor, to young and old — the same ; 

In him the sorrowful a solace found. 
And words of wisdom to tUe eitvii^ ^sdasv<^. 



i 
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IIow oft was seen, upon that comely face, 
The smile of true benignity, that shed 

On all his life the dignity of grace, 

And hung, a halo, round his honoured head. 

And for that land, where sorrow is unknown. 
How oft has he divine direction given ! 

And many ransomed, now around the throne. 
Were led, by him, to find a home in heaven. 

His noble work is done, and he has gone 
To join the sainted on the sinless shore ; 

To wear a crown of glory — all his own. 
And live supremely blest, for evermore. 

Ye rugged hills ! ye ancient mountains high ! 

Ye heath-clad guardians of old Comrie's plains^ ! 
In moaning mood reverberate the sigh, 

And echo back Affection's mournful strains. 

And thou, sw^et stream, on whose pellucid breast — 
When Nature's beauty all around is spread — 

The setting sunbeam ever loves to rest, 

Oh, gently murmur of the much-loved dead ! 

Around the pillow where the good man sleeps 
The purple heath will shed its sweetest bloom, 

And, with the tears that fond Affection weeps, 
Will mingle dew-drops on his lowly tomb. 

Oh, may the balm of heavenly comfort come 
To wounded hearts, 'wit\i aooVXim%,\i^\xig power, 
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And shed a radiance o'er that saddened home 
Where now the clouds of sore bereavement lower. 

Dear, loving friend ! we sadly sigh, Farewell ! 

Our bitter loss is thy eternal gain ; 
But in our Father's house we hope to dwell, 

And meet with thee, in perfect bliss to reign. 



And she, the sister of his early years. 
And fond companion of his latter days. 

Is also summoned from this vale of tears,* 
To join, with him, in nobler songs of praise. 

Even so. Supreme Disposer : it is right ; 

We bow submissive to thy high decree. 
May we, like them, attain to life and light. 

And ever find our All in All in Thee ! 



FLORINA. 

" Gone to the ' Better Land.' " 

Not as a meteor didst thou come and go. 

But as a flower, most beautiful and sweet ; 
And in thy smile there was the perfect glow 
Of purest loveliness the eye could meet. 
And thou art gone, 
And left us none 
Of all thy peerless beauty — save 
The memory alone ! 

* Miss M 'Donald died at the Manse on the 19th, two days after her 
brother. 
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Oh, in that tender, loving heart of thine. 

There was a something language cannot tell ! 
Tlie breathing of a spirit all divine. 
That ever loved in thy pure breast to dwell. 
And thou art gone. 
And left us none 
Of all thy matchless virtue — save 
The memory alone ! 

How sweet and sacred was the spell that bound 
The soul of all that knew thee — ^to thine own ! 
In thee the poor and lonely ever found 
A faithful friend — an angel little knowu. 
And thou art gone, 
And left us none 
Of all thy precious goodness — save 
The memory alone ! 

Thou wert too good to linger on this earth — 

A brighter home had been prepared for thee ; 
A child of promise from thy early birth, 
A saint above now art thou called to be. 
And thou art gone. 
And left us none 
Of all thy pious nature — save 
The memory alone. 

Sweet is thy sleep, and hallowed is the tomb 
"Where thou art now reposing : be it ours 

To water, with our tears, the summer bloom 
That Nature acattera o*er l\i^ b^d of flowers. 
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For thou art gone, 
And left us none 
Of all thy strong affection — save 
The memory alone. 

There is a peace the world can never give, 

A holy joy that sings of sin forgiven, 
A Guardian Power that bids us seek to live 
The life that leads us to a crown in heaven. 
May we, as thou, 
In glory now. 
When time to us has passed away, 
At Go<rs own footstool bow. 




|3aems on General .giobj^rts. 
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TO MY BOOKS. 



" Come, my best friends, my books I and lead me on." 

Cowley. 




■-»_ i.w%r_irv- 



[EAR, loved compauioDS of my chequered life, 
And faitliful friends, from childhood's early 
day ! 
X^^W,^ Oh, I remember well the happy time 

'^ When my fond love for you first being had ! 
A love that grew, and ever since haa grown, 
With my own growth, and strengthened with my strength. 
Bright, joyous days of boyhood, when my soul 
Nor care nor sorrow knew, and when the sky 
Of guileless youth had not one sombre cloud, 
For peace and innocence were all around ! 
How oft, at summer eve, when all the west 
Was grand and golden with the setting sun, 
Have I retired to Arthur's craggy wilds, 
And there, away from all the care and din 
Of my own native city, and alone. 
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Held in your fascinating pages high 
And noble intercourse with gifted minds. 
The lofty hills, and verdant valleys there, 
The rugged rocks, and ivy- mantled cliffs. 
Me so enclosed, that to my fancy's dream 
The scene around, so beautiful and calm, 
Seemed, as it were, the very home of peace. 
Oft in that silent solitude I pored. 
With love intense and ever-glowing zeal, 
Upon your opened page, and, in the play 
Of fond imagination, roamed the world ; 
Or, in some stately vessel, skimmed the waves 
Of boundless ocean, to some brighter land, 
Where sunnier skies and fairer scenes abound. 
Or, as the Muse preferred, sought truest joy 
In some sweet poet's page — some sacred theme. 
That filled his ardent breast, as, soaring high 
O'er famed Parnassus, or imbibing deep 
From the Castalian font, he, all inspired, 
And walking in the vestibule of love. 
Poured forth in numbers of most tender song 
The pure effusions of his raptured soul. 
And in maturer years, when other scenes 
And higher aims were mine, your sacred light, 
In classic Halls of Alma Mater, led 
My willing feet in holy paths of Ti-utli, 
And Science, and Philosophy divine ; 
Unfolding still, to my astonished view, 
A glorious universe of mystic lore, 
Wide as the ocean, and of depth profound. 
And ever, as new visions charmed my soul, 
I felt and knew the power "waa ^IV'^joxxx <y«Yi., 
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Oh, wondrous Power to bless a fallen world, 
To civilize the " savage breast," and raise, 
From ignorance and superstition, souls 
That blindly worship at a bloody shrine ! 
As from the glorious orb that rules the day. 
And pours effulgence over all around, 
So from your living pages may the light 
Of sacred truth go forth, that every land 
May feel the blessed influence, and chase 
The dreary clouds of error from the minds 
Of men, first made in God's own image — pure 
And sinless as the bright seraphic bands 
That evermore surround the throne above. 
And highest, brightest, in your midst is seen 
The Lamp of Life, the living Word of God, 
Tlie Star of human hope, that points the soul 
Away from time and all the woes of earth, 
To lands of blessedness beyond the sky. 
Where only love and perfect glory dwell. 
Great Source of holy light, and fountain pure 
Of truth eternal, ever-flowing stream 
Of grace Divine, to cheer the pilgrim-saint, 
And guide him safely on his way to heaven — 
This Word, this living Word, has been, and is. 
And ever still shall be, the boundless store 
Whence ye, my loved companions, gain the wealth 
Wherewith ye so enrich immortal minds* 
And I have found, in sorrow's evil day, 
When friendship's tender voice had failed to soothe 
The broken heart, or dry the gushing tear — 
Oh, I have found in that most precious Book, 
That spring peTeunisd, % boly peace, 
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That breathed of joyful hope and future bliss, 
And, from afar, poured in upon my soul 
The love of Heaven, a ray of light divine ! 
Dear, loved companions, while I linger here, 
In this dark world of error and of sin. 
Be ye as stars, to cheer my onward path. 
And guide my spirit to eternal rest. 



THE ALMOST LOST, BUT NOW B,ESTORED. 

Come, and be welcome here ; 

Oh, thou hast been too long away ! 
Now shall we dry the falling tear. 
And gladly part with lingering fear ; 
For dear to us — oh, truly dear ! — 

Is this eventful day. 

And art thou here again. 

In vigour, health, and beauty too ; 
Back from the gates of woe and pain. 
Where long in anguish thou haat lain. 
When sleepless nights, with gloomy train, 
Bedimmed thy spirit's view ? 

Oh yes 1 belovSd one. 

Thou almost lost, but now restored : 
Thy Father's hand hath led thee od. 
Through sorrow's path ; but not aloue 
Hast thou been left in woe to moan 

The absence of thy Lord. 

(618) 13 
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Oh ! I have gazed on thee, 

And watched thy dim and languid eye, 
When o'er thy head there seemed to be 
The symbol of that high decree, 
Which sets the Christian spirit free, 

And wings it to the sky. 

And I have seen with grief 

Upon thy cheek the hectic glow ; 
When nought could yield thy soul relief, 
Save the bright hope and true belief 
Which tliou hast found in Christ, the chief 
Of friends in weal or woe. 

And I have heard thee tell. 

With rapture beaming in thine eye. 
Of that bright land where angels dwell. 
Where saints and seraphim excel, 
And ceaseless songs of triumph swell, 
Amidst the courts on high. 

And when, to human view. 

The life-blood eddied from thy heart, 

How calmly did thy spirit rise, 

Amidst thy painful agonies. 

And seek that soon, in brighter skies. 
Might be thy better part. 

But thine own Father's hand 

Hath blest thee in the evil hour ; 
And from amid the dreary land 
Of pain and gTiei,YL\]&\i\^ ooTmnand 
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Hath raised thee up, and bids thee stand 
A trophy of his power. 

Oh, may thy fervent praise 

In songs of gratitude arise ! 
And thy loved Saviour's hand always 
Around thee be ; so that thy days 
In peace may pass, till nobler lays 

Become thee in the skies. 



THE FALLS OF TUMMEL. 

VISITED AUGUST 1863. 

Ye noble Falls, that wildly dash 

Adown your rugged, rocky steep. 
With everlasting roar and splash. 
And foaming spray, and deafening crash. 
How dreadful is your leap 1 

The awe-struck gazer stands aghast 
At such sublime, tumultuous din ; 
And musing on a gulf so vast. 
Would almost wish to act his last. 
By plunging madly in. 

The stars that glitter in the sky, 

The flowers that beautify the earth. 
Proclaim His power who rules on high, 
Who looks on all with sleepless eye, 
And gave your being birt\u 
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Dash on, and leap from side to side. 

Wild waters, in your reckless play ; 
But know that yet your gushing tide, 
In gentle stream, shall calmly glide, 
Till, lost at last, it ever hide 
In ocean far away. 



i 



BALGOVE. 

Thbrb are times when the heart is delighted to dwell 

On the bliss of a happier day ; 
When the soul in its sorrow breathes sadly farewell 

To pleasures long faded away. 
And such has been mine in my journey through life, 

Wherever my footsteps may rove ; 
But I love to remember, and will not forget, 

The dear happy days at Balgove. 

There are seasons of beauty and fondest delight. 

When the summer seems ever to smile ; 
And a star to look down on the darkness of night, 

To cheer the sad bosom the while. 
There is music that thrills through the sensitive heart, 

More sweet than the songs of the grove ; 
For it calls back the days of affection and peace, — 

The dear happy days at Balgove. 

There are friends whom we love, and who love us again^ 
And ^e welcome their friendship and praise ; 

But oft in the gloom of adversity's reign 
Their love or their tr\eiida\iYp dftc^ya. 
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The absent from sight, too, are often forgot, 
When far from their country they rove ; 

But the sunshine of truth and of tender regard 
Fills the hearts of our friends at Balgove. 

They are dear to our souls for the days that are gone. 

They are dear for the days that are now ; 
And the wish shall be ours that as summers roll on. 

No winter may shadow their brow. 
Oh, plenty be theirs, and a blessing remain 

In their home at the end of the grove ; 
And a tear for the loved ones that never return 

To meet us again at Balgove ! 



STANZAS ADDRESSED TO ADA, 

om heabinq hz& play and sing the beautiful bono of 

"the faikt bells." 

That song again — ^that magic spell 

Which can such charms impart ; 
And let its heavenly echoes dwell 

For ever in my heart. 
Those " Fairy Bells "—oh, let them ring 

Their sweet and silver strain ! 
And sing me, gentle Ada, sing 

That matchless song again. 

Those " Fairy Bells " — they sweetly speak 

Of perfect peace and love ; 
And bid the wounded spirit seek 

A holier home above. 
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When anguish pales the smiling eye, 
And wrings the heart with pain, 

They make the clouds of sorrow fly, 
And all beam bright again. 

Those " Fairy Bells'* — they fondly breathe 

Of summer and its bowers ; 
And round the brow of evening wreathe 

The fragrant bloom of flowers. 
They whisper of departed days 

That never can return, 
When happier moments shed their rays 

Upon our early mom. 

They tell of pleasures passed away ; 

Of friends no longer here ; 
Of joys, ere childhood's sunny day 

Was dimmed by sorrow's tear. 
Those " Fairy Bells"— oh, let them ring 

Their sweet angelic strain ! 
And sing me, gentle Ada, sing 

That much-loved song again. 

And may thine own dear spirit know 

And feel their power to bless ; 
That visions of the past may glow 

Around thy happiness. 
And when, in after days, you ring 

Those " Fairy Bells" again, 
Forget not him who heard you sing. 

And blest vow iox ^\\ft sfowixL. 



i 



WILD FLOWERS FROM CALLANDER. 199 

WILD FLOWERS FROM CALLANDER 

Oh, ye are very dear to me, 

Sweet summer flowers from hallowed ground ! 
For in your perfect bloom I see 

The smile of love, the pleasure found, 
In that romantic fairy spot 
That whispers still, " Forget me not." 

Sweet nurslings of the mountain land. 
Where Bracklin pours his gushing tide, 

Brought hither by a friendly hand, 
With me a little to abide, 

I bid you welcome to my heart, 

But sigh to think how soon "we part. 

And such are all the joys of time — 
A few brief years, and all are past ; 

But faith believes a nobler clime 
Will be the Christian's home at last — 

A land of love beyond the tomb. 

Where flowers in deathless beauty bloom. 

How blest are ye, who now in woods 
And wilds of nature pass your hours, 

And muse upon the hilJs and floods. 
Or cull the heath and woodland flowers : 

Be yours the bliss affection gives — 

The higher life that ever lives. 

Oh that I had a peaceful home 
Among the heather-raantled \i\\la, 
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Where I in soUtude might roam 

Beside the pure and limpid rills ; 
And in that beautiful abode 
Hold high and holy walk with God ! 



MUSICAL FESTIVAL, 

QUEXN'S 8TRKXT HALL, APKIL 37, 1864^ 

It was a scene of wonder and delight, — 
A temple of magnificence, — ^where ail 
That met the eye was beautiful and bright, 
And music held the raptured soul in thrall. 

It was a scene to be remembered long, — 
Where elegance and excellence combined 
To utter forth, with magic power of song, 
Such strains as bless and sanctify the mind. 

Oh, there was something in those sacred sounds 
That sweetly told of piety and peace ; 
That breathed of happy climes where love abounds, 
And hallelujahs that shall never cease ! 

Now rose the solo from some gentle heart, 
Attuned and strung to melody benign ; 
And now the choral harmonies impart 
A lofty grandeur to the theme divine. 

High was the joy that filled each bosom there ; 
Bright was the beauty of each smiling eye ; 
Far fled away the wintry clouds of care,> 
For all was summer in that sunny sky. 
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And ever as the echoes rose and fell, 
It seemed as if to gladsome fancy given, 
Amid the power of music's hallowed spell, 
To realize the holy hymns of heaven. 

That scene has closed, those sounds have died away. 
And all is gone that was so lovely then ; 
But on the soul the charm of that array 
Undimmed by time shall evermore remain. 



DEPARTUEE OF THE MISSIONARIES, 

REV. JOHN WILLTAMS AKD OTHIBS, FOB THB ISLANDS Or THS PACIFIC 

OCSAN. 

Go ! in the greatness of your Master's strength, 
Ye holy men of God ; and be your souls 
With fire from off ihe heavenly altar touched. 
Go ! and, endued with wisdom from on high, 
Erect the standard of your Saviour's cross 
On every foreign shore. There let your zeal. 
Your love for souls, your love for Christ, abound : 
So that amid the climes of distant lands. 
And on the verdant isles that gem the waves 
Of boundless seas, the gospel dew may fall. 
The gospel trump be heard ; and on those hearts 
Enveloped now in superstition's gloom. 
And bending low in foul idolatry 
Before delusion's shrine, the sacred light 
Of heavenly truth and righteousness may rise 
With healing in its wings, and melt those chains 
Which long have bound in haleiul ^vet'j 
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Tlie souls aod bodies of our fellow-men. 
Oh ! come with speed those bright and happy days, 
When peace and love shall reign from shore to shore; 
When Jew and Gentile, Heathen, bond and free, 
With fervent hearts harmoniously attuned, 
Shall in Messiah's name their hands uplift, 
And in one thrill of heaven-taught melody 
Ascribe to Him the kingdom, power, and praise. 
Then shall the wild and lonely place be glad, 
And desert lands be bright with blooming flowers ; 
Then shall the parched plains again revive, 
^ And cooling streams amid their verdure glide ; 
And then the earth below, the heaven above, 
The boundless sea, and man, immortal man. 
With saints and angels joined, shall worship Him 
Wlio ever was, and is, and is to come. 
The great, and good, unchangeable I am. 
And from His hands, ye heralds of the cross. 
Each one his mead of honour shall receive. 
Upon your heads shall crowns of glory sit, 
And in your hands shall palms of victory 
By Him be placed. And on your shining brow 
He His new name will write ; and spotless robes 
Of perfect righteousness and purest light 
Shall your apparel be ; and ye to God 
As kings and priests shall reign for evermore. 
The former things shall all depart away, 
And all things new become ; but ye far up, 
Away from time and change, shall live with Him 
Whom while on earth ye loved, and whom ye served ; 
Whose power was oft exerted to sustain. 
With holy energy, yoxix dToo^m^ aonls^ 



GLEN ELM. 20.3 

When, in a dry and dreary laud, they sank 
Beneath the heat and burden of the day. 
Work, then, while now is the accepted time ; 
And ye shall rest when time sliall be no more. 
Yes ! ye shall rest, and from yon cloudless cliuie 
With loud hosannas and triumphant song 
The heavenly choirs shall welcome you above, 
And immortality itself shall be 
The measure of your bliss, your high and bright reward. 



GLEN ELM. 

Sweet spot, with Nature's fairest beauties crowned ; 
A home of plenty, piety, and peace ; 
Where true and pure domestic joys abound, 
And fond aflfection's virtues never cease ! 
May these around thee evermore increase, 
And hallowed peace and love for ever reign 
Beneath thy roof. And may the smile of Heaven, 
In richest blessings sent, to all be given ; 
And on each head and in each heart remain. 
May each loved inmate constantly retain 
That faith and hope the Christian loves to prize : 
So run his pilgrim race, that all may gain 
A dearer, nobler mansion in the skies. 
Where to the Lamb of God eternal anthems rise. 
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THE CONFLICT AND THE CONQUEST; 

OR, THE BIBLE IN THE SCHOOLS. 

00MPO8KD A.rTSa THE KLKOTIOM Of THS KDINBUBOH 8CHOOI. BOARD^ 

MAT -.9, 187S. 

O Scotland ! rejoice, for the day is thine own, — 

The struggle is over, the victory won ; 
And bright on the page of historic renown 

Shall live the great deeds that thy children have 
done. 



Kejoice, for the light of thy glory will spread. 
And nations afar shall exult in thy fame : 

Rejoice, for the cloud that hung o'er thee is fled. 
And the blessed old truths thou art still to proclaim. 

Far hence be the day — may it never be seen — 
When the light from above, that is pure and divine. 

Shall fail to be found where it ever has been, 
Or cease in our halls of instruction to shine. 

llemove not the landmarks — they tell of the time 
When Scotland emerged from the gloom of the grave ; 

And raze not the bulwarks, so grandly sublime. 
That were reared by the hands of the good and the 
brave. 

Our fathers were wise, and beHeved in the truth ; 

It cheered them in life and when passing away ; 
And oh ! it is meet that the footsteps of youth 

Be saved from the erroxa tlaat \ft«kd tlkam. astray, 
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To them be the glories of Nature revealed, 
To them let the wonders of Science be given, 

And all that the fields of invention may yield — 

Bat quench not the light that will lead them to heaven^ 

How peaceful the breast when the spirit is frauglit 
With wisdom that soothes us in sorrow and woes ; 

Oh ! bnght is the home where such wisdom is taught. 
And pure is the stream of affection that flows. 

And such are the fruits that will blossom and be 
Where the seeds of religion are scattered around ; 

A harvest of virtue the future will see, 

And faith, hope, and love in sweet concord abound. 

Edina, be glad ; for the conquest is thine, 
Nor think on the past with a sigh of regret ; 

The Hand that hath done it is high and divine. 
And the dear Book of God is our beacon-light yet ! 



TO ELEENDA. 

Elbbnda, 'tis a lovely night ; 

The moonbeams fill the sky. 
And starlets shed their silver light 

Upon us from on high. 
Come forth, my love, and we shall roam 

By yonder shining sea ; 
And fondly muse upon the home 

That waits to welcome thee, love, 

That waits to welcome t\ve«. 
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Thy faithful heart shall then possess 

Its own desexved domain ; 
And blessing me with happiness, 

Thou shalt be blest again. 
Thy bright and beaming eye shall be 

A star to light my path ; 
And pure devotion's hours, with thee, 

Shall pass in peace till death, love, 

Shall pass in peace till death. 

When gentle Spring with verdant bloom 

Becalls the time of flowers. 
And Summer's smHes again relume 

The woodlands and the bowers, 
Oh, then, in dear Affection's name, 

I'll twine a wreath for thee ; 
And ever shall my heart's acclaioi 

Be all in praise of thee, love, 

Be all in praise of thee. 

And when our earthly joys are past, 

And death appears in view. 
When our fond hearts have breathed their last, 

Their long and last adieu. 
Oh ! we shall meet in purer lands. 

Where perfect bliss is given, 
And join the sweet angelic bauds, 

To part no more in heaven, love. 

To part no more in heaven. 



DRUMEARN. 207 

TO D. A. W. T., ESQ., 

ON THE DEATH OV HIS YOUNQ AND BEAUTIFUL WIFE. 

Weep not, sad mourner, this afflictive blow, — 

Thy Fauny shines an angel in the sky ;• 
Her virtues imitate, and thou shalt know. 
When thou hast done with earth and all its woe. 
The perfect bliss that tills 
Her ransomed soul on high. 

And may the little cherub left behind 

Be spared to thee, to act a filial part ; 
Oh ! train him well, inspire his early mind 
With holy thoughts of God, and thou shalt find 
His future years will bless 
Thy sad and widowed heart. 



DEUMEAEN. 

ADDKESSSD TO MISS D- 



Drumearn smiles around. 
Enriched with blessings from above ; 
A home of comfort, truth, and love. 

Where peace and joy abound. 

And there is one, to me 
The fairest flower, that blossoms there ; 
A loved one, reared with pious care, — 

Dear Lily, thou art a\ie. 
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A daughter greatly blest ; 
A gentle friend, in heart sincere ; 
A fond companion, ever dear 

To those that know thee best 

The verdant bloom of spring, 
The summer galaxy of flowers, 
And all the tints of antamn's bowers, 

Unmiugled pleasures bring. 

The moonlight on the sea, 
The lovely stars that gem the sky. 
The glorious sun that shines on high, 

Are poetry to me. 

But in thy winsome smile, 
Where love and beauty play a part, 
We read the record of thy heart, — 

A heart unknown to guile. 

And rarer beauties are 
Within thy gentle soul enshrined ; 
The sacred virtues of the mind, 

More sweet and precious far. 

In sunshine, and in tears, 
Oh ! be it thine to walk in truth ; 
So heavenly grace shall bless thy youth, 

And thy maturer yeara 

And when the shades of night 
Shall fall, at \eTi^\i, on^iJtiftfc ^\id thine, 
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Redeemed and saved by Love divine, 
May your enraptured spirits shine 
With God, in glory bright 



SAINT FILLAN'S. 

BoMANTic scenes, amid the plains 
And glens of my own native land, 

Wl^ere Nature in her grandeur reigns, 
And sings of God's creative hand,— 

Oh ! how sublime the tale ye tell 

In every stream, and wood, and dell. 

And thou, sweet Earn, whose limpid flow, 
From out thy noble placid lake. 

Displays the bright and verdant glow 
Of leafy bower and tangled brake, — 

Oh ! may thy waters ever be 

A pleasing theme of song to me. 

Glide on, glide on, ye mountain rills ; 

I love to hear your gurgling sound, 
As down the rugged cloud-capped hills 

Ye scatter freshness all around. 
And in your pure and rippling streams 
Beflect the summer's sunny beams. 

And there are many lovely spots 
Away among these highland hills. 

Where bloom the sweet forget-me-nots 
Beside these gushing mountain rills. 

Oh ! if I had a cottage there. 

How blest were 1, how free ixom caxfe\ 
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ALPHABETICAL ACROSTIC. 

AX IKTOCAnON. 

Anoeuc Peace ! inhabitant of heaven. 
Beam on my soul — ^to me thy smile be given : 
Come in the beauty of thy cloudless light, 
Dispel the gloom of sorrow's dreary night ; 
Enrich my mind with that celestial love 
Found sweetly flowing in the courts above. 
Glow in my breast, with energy divine. 
Heart-soothing influence, and power benign : 
Immortal blessings follow in thy train, 
Joys full and free, and unaJlied to pain. 
Eangs love to court thee in their princely domes, 
Like humble peasants in their cottage homes. 
Men, prone to war, may banish thee a while. 
Nor seek to see the beauty of thy smile. 
Oh ! if, like me, they loved thy accents sweet. 
Proud man would bow, and worship at thy feet ; 
Quarrels would end, and war for evear ceaae, 
Bejoicing nations then would sing of peace. 
Soon let the dawning of that morning be 
That shall such triumphs of the gospel see : 
Up in the heavens the sacred bow appears, 
Vast in extent, and deathless in its years. 
When shall thy potent sway, supernal power, 
Xert its might in every clime and hour ? 
Tears then shall sweetly glide, and there shall be 
Zeal in each human heart for God and thee. 
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LINES 



8I7O0E8TBD BT MR. HXRDMAN'S NOBLE PICTURE IN THE EXHIBITION OV 
THE &OYAL SCOTTISH ACAJ>EMY (3G1), " A CONVENTICLE PREACHBK 
ARRESTED AND BROUQHT BEFORE A jruSTIGB COURT." 

Yes ! there he stands, the iujured aud the good, 
With dauntless mien before a court corrupt : 
He knows his cause is just, and that the God 
Of truth and might wUl vindicate his claim. 
What though an ermined judge, a hostile priest. 
Now sit in judgment. Conscious in the power 
Of a triumphant faith, with placid mind 
He calmly eyes the scene, and trembles not ; 
Strong in the strength of an almighty Arm, 
That will not leave him nor forsake him now. 
Bound as a felon, though no crime wajs his. 
Nor brand of infamy had stained his name. 
This holy man — this shepherd of his flock — 
This faithful watchman — driven from his place 
Of Sabbath meeting by a tyrant's law. 
Seeks with his scattered sheep to worship God 
Among the heathy hills and silent glens 
Of their own native land ; the lofty sky 
Their temple's canopy, the hills its walls : 
And there the blessed gospel is proclaiihed. 
The bread is broken, and the wine poured out 
The Spirit falls upon them, like the dew 
Upon the new-mown grass, and as the showers 
That sweetly bless and beautify the earth. 
Oh ! in this sacred hour what hallowed joy, 
What bliss ineffable inspires the soul ! 
As now, in rapt communion, tbey en^oy, 
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Amid tboee wilda — that lonely solitude — 

The peace of God, an antepast of heaven ! 

Oh, happy time ! alas ! too bright to last ; 

For now a dismal cload overspreads their sky. 

In rushing haste the tierce oppressor comes : 

The silent air is rent with direful shouts 

Of godless men, whose hands are red with blood. 

The smitten sheep are scattered, and the hills, 

That lately echoed to the voice of praise, 

Now sad reverberate the wail of woe. 

Fear not, brave, faithful man, though captive now 

In wicked hands ; the God whom thou hast served 

Is able to deliver, — and he wilL 

Fear thou not them that may the body kill. 

And after that have nothing they can do. 

A heartless soldiery may drag thee on. 

And guard the portals of that hated hall 

Where now thou art arraigned ; be of good cheer, 

That blessed Book now cast upon the ground. 

That "Word of Life, will be thy comfort still ; 

And in this trying hour it wiU be given 

To thee from God above what thou shalt speak. 

And let them do their worst — ^thou hast a hope, 

A faith, a peace, which they can never know 

Who persecute the servants of the Lord. 

Thy pilgrim staff and plaid, unneeded now. 

Thy faded garments — all will be exchanged 

For thftt pure robe of spotless righteousness 

Beserved for saints — the faithful unto death. 

And <m thy manly brow — ^now thin bespread 

WilSti flilvor locks — a shining diadem 

Of dnatWfim g^oory lihalL iot ^ver rest ; 
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And unto thee shall be the high award 
Of those who, being wise, and many turned 
To paths of righteousness, shall brightly shine, 
As shines the starry firmament of heaven ; 
And from the Master's lips, in accents sweet 
Of high approval, will the welcome come — 
" Oh ! faithful martyr, take the crown of life — 
Beceive thy just reward — and enter thou, 
For evermore, the Paradise of God." 



UPPER STRATHEARN. 

f 

" Land of brown heath, and shaggy wood." 

I HAVE come to the land where the blue-bells are blooming, 
The land of the mountain, the heather, and stream ; 

No mist in the glen or the valley is looming. 
And bright on the loch is the sun's setting beam. 

And glory and beauty around me are shining. 
Refulgent with summer's divinest array ; 

Afar in the woodlands the wild notes combining 
Dispel all the sadness of sorrow away. 

Oh, Cornice, how soothing, how calm the repose 
That ever around thee so peacefully lies ! 

There is health in the breeze o'er the mountain that blows. 
And loveliness pure in thy beautiful skies. 

How oft have I roamed in thy dear leafy woods. 
And gathered the wild-flowers that in them abound ; 

How oft have I mused where no stranger intrudes. 
And gazed with delight on the landacai^ «^TQ\Mi$L^ 
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Aud dear to my heart are the beauty and bloom, 
Drumeam, that circle thy lovely domain ; — 

A home that affection and kindness illume, 
Where goodness and perfect felicity reign. 

And sweet is the Lily, so gentle and dear, 
That blesses her home with her virtues and lov 

Tlie God of all mercy encompass her here, 
Aud fit her for mansions of glory above. 



\ 



ISAIAH XXXV. 

ARBANQBD IN BLANK TSB8K. 

The wilderness and solitary place 

Shall all, for them, with happiness be glad. 

The desert also shall rejoice, and be 

With beauty clad, and blossom as the rose ; 

Abundantly it ever blossom shall. 

And even with joy and singing shall rejoice. 

The glory that abounds in Lebanon 

Shall unto it for evermore be given ; 

The goodliness of Carmel aud of Sharon. 

They shall behold the glory of the Lord, 

And see the excellency of our God. 

Do ye the weak bauds streugtheu ; and confirm, 

With kind supporting care, the feeble knees. 

Say UDto them that are of fearful heart, 

Be strong ; fear not : behold, your God will come 

Will come with vengeance, in his day of wrath. 

Even God with recompense ; yea, he will come 

With mighty power, to save and succour you. 

Then shall the eye& be oi^ned of the blind, 






/ 
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And all unstopped shall be the deafened ears. 
Then shall the lame man leap as doth an hart, 
And of the dumb the loosened tongue shall sing. 
For in the wilderness shall waters flow, 
And pleasant streams refresh the desert land. 
The parch^ ground shall then bedoUte a pool, 
And springs of water bless the thirdty- plains. 
In dragons' habitations, where each lay 
There shall be grass, with reeds and rushes too. 
And there shall be a highway there — ^a way. 
The way of holiness it shall be called. 
Not over it shall unclean creatures pass. 
But it shall be for those who follow good. 
Wayfaring men, though fools, shall not err there. 
No lion shall be therej nor any beast 
Of nature ravenous shadl thereon go — 
Not there, at any time, shall it be found ; 
But only the redeemed shall wander there. 
And of the Lord the ransomed shall return. 
And come to Zion, with triumphant songs. 
And everlasting joy upon their heads : 
For joy, and gladness great, they shall obtain ; 
And sorrow, and aU sighing, flee away. 



THE LILY OF DRUMEAEN. 

" Meek as a lamb, and as a lily fair." 

Oh ! sweet are Comrie's sunny plains, 
And beautiful her flowers ; 

Enchanting are the simple strains 
That fill her leafy bowers ; 
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And pure the verdant bloom that lies 
On tree, and bush, and fern ; 

But purer far thine own sweet eyes, 
Dear Lily of Drumeam ! 

Tis sweet to roam in summer days 

Through valley, mead, and dell, 
And gather from the woods and braes 

The purple heather-bell ; 
But it is sweeter far to me 

From modest worth to learn ; 
And I have seen that grace in thee. 

Sweet Lily of Drumeam ! 

The bloom of nature will decay. 

And be no longer seen ; 
And all that's bright shall pass away. 

As it had never been ! 
But be thou wise, while youth is given, 

Thy duty to discern ; 
And thou shalt ever live in heaven. 

Dear Lily of Drumeam I 




THE WISH OF THE HEAVEN-BORN SPIRIT. 

" Having a desire to depart, and to be with Christ." 

Oh ! this is not my rest ; 
I long to mount and soar away, 
To gain the mansions of the blest, 
And lay me on that gracious breast 

Whose love can not decay. 
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I long to taste the streams 
That glad my Father's holy laud ; 
Oh that I could behold its beams, 
And join the hallelujah themes 

Of that seraphic band ! 

This distant world is cold 
And cheerless to the Christian's eye, 
Save when the faithful meet and hold 
Sweet converse of those crowns of gold 

Which they shall wear on high. 

Oh for those holy hours, 
That endless Sabbath-day in heaven ; 
When peace amid its sinless bowers. 
And never-fading bloom of flowers. 

Shall aU to me be given ! 

Now let my spirit fly 
Away, amid yon starry path ; 
And far beyond the glistening sky 
Its flight shall be, to meet on high 

The Author of its faith. 

I cannot linger here. 
My Saviour ! I shall meet thee soon ; 
What now has earth for me so dear 
As thine own love ? what clime so clear 

As heaven's eternal noon ? 

Up to the throne of God, 
Ye angels, guide my spirit's flight ; 
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And oh ! in that divine abode, 
My beaming eyes shall gaze abroad 
Upon its living light. 

Away, on wings of love ! 
Spread your celestial pinions now, 
And let me soar, and sing above. 
Where saints in sweet communion rove, 

And there with angels bow. 

Then shall duration be 
The ceaseless measure of my pt>aise ; 
And it shall rise alone to Thee, 
O Thou to whom we bend the knee, 
Creator, Father, Friend to me, 

And God of endless days. 




A DAY AT LOCHEAEN. 

From Comrie's high and heathy hills 
To famed St. Fillan's woods and rills 

With gladness we repair ; 
Bright shone the sun that lovely day, 
And Nature wore her best array, 

To bid us welcome there. 

Sweet peace reposed on all around, 
And summer clad that classic ground 

In purest, richest green : 
Oh, it was happiness to be 
From every care and sorrow free, 

Amid BO fair a scene ! 
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And in our trim and tidy boat, 
On thy clear bosom all afloat, 

With friends in heart sincere, 
We gladly plied the dripping oar. 
And reached thy leafy-mantled shore — 

Locheam, ever dear. 

And there was one, among the rest, 
That floated o'er thy glassy breast. 

On that delightful day. 
Whose gentle soul and witching smile 
Engage and bless the heart, the while 

She sings all care away. 

A flower so sweet, so passing fair. 
In loved Drumeam's garden — where 

The rarest beauties shine ; 
Dear Lily, let me breathe thy name, 
With all that dutiful acclaim 

So truly, justly thine. 

Bright be the future of thy home. 

To which — though now you absent roam — 

Be peace and plenty given ; 
With every blessing be it blest. 
And on its roof -tree ever rest 

The very smile of Heaven. 

Deep in my memory enshrined 
Shall be the welcome, true and kind. 
That ever meets me here : 
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May friendsllip more and more entwine 
My grateful heart to thee and thiiie, 
In each succeeding year. 

And when the solemn hour draws nigh 
That calls our spirits to the sky, 

To their divine abode, 
Oh, may we there together meet, 
And ever join in anthems sweet 

To our Eedeemer God ! 




EPITHALAMIUM. 

SALIBBURT O&BBN. JUNS 8, 1874. 
Proverbs xxxL za. 

Smilb, happy day, upon the nuptial hour 
That fond affection now delights to hail ; 
And sweet with beauty be the peaceful bower 
That welcomes to it worthy Annandale, 
Where long the darling of the group has been 
His own loved Eveline. 

Bright be the sunlight of their future life. 
And in their hearts and home may virtue shine ; 
That so as husband he, and she as wife. 
Each may enjoy that blessedness divine 
That flows from natures, sanctified by love, 
Pure as the stars above. 

And as the seasons come and roll away. 
And clouds, perc\ia.iicft,\ife^vavtl\e summer sky. 
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Oh, ever may the light of wisdom's ray 
Be sent to cheer and guide them from on high ! 
That they to Him in duty may excel 
Who doeth all things well. 

And when long years of happiness shall close, 
And time and earth to them shall pass away, 
In that sweet land of love may they repose, 
Where purest pleasures never can decay ; 
May crowns of glory be their priceless prize, 
In God's unclouded skies. 



A SUMMER SABBATH EVENING. 

" O Scotland t much I owe thy tranquil dales ; 
But most on Sabbath eve. when low the sun 
Slants through the upland copse." 

Graham B. 

How sweet the landscape on a Sabbath eve. 

When summer smiles in garniture of flowers ! 

We climb some gentle hill, and view the scene 

That in supernal beauty lies around. 

Far on the wide horizon flows the stream. 

Or rolling river, onward to the sea, 

On which is seen some noble vessel, bound. 

With precious freight, for some far distant shore. 

The intervening plains are richly clad 

With waving grain, or Nature's verdant robe ; 

And here and there a paradise of flowers 

Emits its fragrance to the balmy air. 

A peaceful village nestles in the shade 

And friendly shelter of a leafy wood 

That skirts the neighbouring hill ; and eglantine 
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And blooming roses deck each cottage door, 

Where sit the happy inmates, to enjoy 

The Sabbath quiet, and inhale the breeze 

That, rich with garden odours, passes by, 

And breathes a blessing over all around. 

And there, presiding genius of the scene, 

The village church in simple beauty stands ; 

The humble spire, with constant, silent aim, 

Still pointing up to purer lands above. 

And ever teaching the momentous truth 

That in that sinless home a welcome waits 

For all the holy, who shall there enjoy 

Eternal peace — an endless Sabbath-day. 

On such an eve as this, the very sky 

Assumes a purer azure, and the fields 

And flowers seem sweeter ; while the limpid streams 

Glide on with softer ripples, and the birds. 

From many a leafy branch, or on the wing 

Far up, in peace, amid a purer air. 

Send forth, in gushing melody, a strain 

Of richer warbling than on other days. 

But now afar, behind the distant hills, 

The golden sunset passes from the view, 

And from the darkening east, with onward tread, 

The fleecy clouds of silent night appear. 

And yet it is not night, but mellowed day. 

For soon the silver beams of Luna shed 

A hallowed radiance over all the scene. 

That gradual melts into the dawning mom. 

Sweet Sabbath eve ! thy still and peaceful hours 

Are very grateful to my musive soul. 

That ever finds, amid tYift caiea ol \jfe. 



VICTORIA, BY CRIEFF. 223 

A dear and holy breathiDg-time in thee. 
Still gently shed thy influence around 
Where true devotion has its saci'ed shrine ; 
Still to my heart be thy sweet blessings given, 
Till brighter Sabbaths shall be mine in heaven. 



VICTOEIA, BY CEIEFF. 

INSCRIBED TO MRS. M'W . 

Home of the good and kind, 
Beloved Victoria, I sing of thee ! 
Where many friends a hearty welcome find, 

And peace and joy delight to be. 

May the sweet smile of Heaven 
For evermore upon thy roof -tree rest ; 
To thee and thine be every blessing given. 

And love divine fill every breast. 

May plenty crown each year, 
As ever on the changing seasons roll ; 
No sad affliction cause a bitter tear, 

Nor blight of sorrow vex the soul. 

And though in lands remote 
Dear absent ones have now a dwelling-place, 
By fond affection they are not forgot. 

When kneeling at the throne of grace. 

And when at length shall come 
The parting time with those we dearly love, 
Oh, may we find a more delightful home 

With God, and all the good above. 
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IMPEOMPTU. 

ADDBK8SKD TO MISS M. P. 8UNDVRLAKD, WITH THX PBETTT 
LITTLV IXOWUt "lOBOKT-ME-NOZ.'* 

On Comrie's plains this little flower 
Was nursed in sunshine and in shower ; 
It grew in beauty there, and bloomed, 
And all the air around perfumed. 
I give it now, dear maid, to thee, 
A fond remembrancer of me ; — 
When far away from this sweet spot. 
Affection pleads, " Forget me not." 



^ 



ISAIAH LIV. 10-15. 

The lofty mountains shall depart away. 
And all the little hills be quite removed ; 
But not from thee my kindness shall depart. 
Nor shall the covenant be once removed. 
The covenant of my peace, saith God the Lord, 
That evermore hath mercy thee upon. 
Oh, thou afflicted, and with tempest tossed — 
Afflicted, and not comforted — ^behold ! 
Thy precious stones I'll lay with colours fair. 
And lay with sapphires thy foundations sure ; 
And I thy windows will of agates make. 
And of carbuncles fashion all thy gates ; 
Thy borders also shall be pleasant stones. 
And of the Lord thy children shall be taught. 
And great indeed shall be thy children's peace. 
In righteouaiieaa a\ia\^ >iXio\v ^"9\a3o\\^\3Ad be ; 
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And from oppressiou's sway thou shalt be far. 
Thou shalt not fear the might of any foes, 
And terror shall not once come near to thee. 
Behold y and see ! they surely gather shall 
Together, but it shall not be by me ; — 
For whosoever shall against thee rise. 
Shall fall assuredly, and for thy sake. 



THE SISTERS. 

' They were lovely and pleasant in their lives, and in their death they were not 

divided." 

Yes ! I remember well ; 

It was a summer day ; 
Through glen and meadow, wood and dell, 

We wandered far away, 
Until we reached Loch Lomond's side, 
Where Leven's limpid waters glide, 

And murmur melody. 

No cloud bedimmed the sky. 

Nor dreary omen frowned ; 
For all was beautiful on high. 

And Nature smiled around : 
While gently flowed the rippling rills 
Adown the rugged rocky hills. 

Where heather-bells abound. 

A humble cottage stood 
Within a garden fair. 
That nestled near a shady wood ; 
And happiness was tYvex^. 

1518) •j^5 
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Coutentment here had her abode ; 
For all the inmates worshipped God, 
And loved the hour of prayer. 

A little streamlet ran 

Along the verdant plain ; 
And from among the leafy bowers 

Was heard the warbler's strain : 
A rural paradise it seemed, 
Where Nature's beauty richly teemed, 

And comfort loved to reign. 

Within that cottage home 

Two lovely sisters dwelt : 
When morning dawned and evening closed, 

Before the throne they knelt ; 
In eveiything their hearts were one ; 
And when their homely work was done. 

For others' woes they felt. 

Afar o'er Lomond's wave 

A dying peasant lay : 
They knew he led a thoughtless life, 

In manhood's early day ; 
And oft at setting sun they went. 
And with him all the evening spent, 

To read the Word, and pray. 

The light of sacred truth 
Dawned on his darkened mind ; 
A holy faith inspired his soul. 
Nor lett a do\xV>t beivisid ; 
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And in his dying hour was blest, 

To know that happiness and rest 

The truly contrite find. 

And ere his spirit fled 

Away from earth and care, 
With earnest look, and fervent joy, 

That told of mercy there, 
He raised his eyes to heaven and pled 
That those who cheered his dying bed 

Might God's best blessings share. 

They left that home of grief, 

And reached their little boat ; 
And soon upon the waters' breast 

The sisters were afloat. 
They sweetly sang their hymn of praise ; 
But not to them had Luna's rays 

A shining brightness brought. 

And now a gloom profound 

O'erspread the starless sky ; 
And there was heard a dismal sound, 

A wild and plaintive cry : 
The autumn winds blew fierce and deep, 
And from the mountains' lofty steep 

Came moans of agony. 

The troubled waters rose 
In billows all around ; 
And soon the little boat, engulfed, 
Nor creek nor shelter to\]iTid\ 
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The loviDg aistera found a grave 
Beneath Loch Lomond's surging wave, 
For beauty so renowned. 

Their parents anxious wait, 

To welcome their return ; — 
Alas ! they little know the fate 

That they too soon will mourn. 
Their fairest flowers are faded now, 
And sorrow clouds the aged brow. 

While Lomond holds their urn. 

But they have passed to heaven, 

The land of love and light. 
Where to the sinless soul is given 

A crown of glory bright : 
And soon the broken hearts will rest, 
Aud parted dear ones, saved and blest, 

Eternally unite. 



TO A LARK 

" OhI could I tty, I'd tty with thee.'* 

BRUCB. 

SwEBT little bird, I love to hear 
Thy early morning song, 

As o'er the dew-bespangled meads 
I hie me thus along. 

Oh ! thou wert early from thy bed, 
To greeft tbe dawning day ; 
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And, with thy thrilling notes, to cheer 
The pUgrim on his way. 

Meet emblem of the wayward heart, 

That seeks a higher sphere ; 
And just as oftentimes returns 

To find its dwelling here. 

Not on the earth thy voice is heard. 

But up, far up, on high ; 
As if thou wouldst allure the soul 

To mansions in the sky. 

Smg on, sing on, thou pretty bird, 

Thy song is full of joy ; 
And oh ! how happy man would be 

Were praise his blest employ. 

Dear little bird, I love to hear 

Thy simple melody ; 
It tells of sunmiers long ago, 

Most dear to memory. 

Sweet songster, may I copy thee. 

In grateful strains of love 
To Him whose gracious power we see 

Around us, and above. 
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CONEY PARR 

" Nor rural sights alone, but rural sounds 
Exhilarate the spirit and restore 
The tone of languid nature." 

COWPER. 

Sweet land of beauty ! home of peace and love ! 
What dear emotions gather round thy name, 
And from the depths of memory recall 
The fond endearments of departed years ! 
Oh ! well-remembered times of long ago, 
When pining sickness laid its wasting hand 
Upon my youthful head, and fears prevailed 
That soon would cease my tender hold of life. 
God's ways are not as ours, and all his thoughts 
And holy purposes are truly planned 
In wisdom infinite — ^that highest good 
May ever flow to those who in him trust. 
Ix)ng had the clouds of sorrow dimmed my sky. 
And dreams of better days came not to me ; 
Each mom and eve but told of hope deferred, 
And anxious hearts sent up the prayer of faith. 
That, if it were the will of gracious Heaven, 
A length of future days might yet be mine. 
The vernal bloom and loveliness of Spring 
Succeeded to the gloom of Winter's sway. 
And Summer flowers and sunny skies bedecked 
The glowing landscape that in beauty lay 
Around my native home. But not to me 
Came health and happiness — till, from afar, 
The voice of friendship beckoned me away 
To sweeter scenes and more congenial clime. 
Far to the west, 'w\iexft ^\.\i\mx^^ fertile plains 
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And rocky crest are seen, I found a home, 

Such as my heart could love — a rural home 

Where hospitality and comfort dwelt ; 

And true affection, with unwearied care, 

Dispelled my fears and wiped my tears away. 

How oft, amid that beautiful domain. 

Where Nature smiled in sweetest floral bloom, 

Have I, with joyous steps, pursued my way. 

Or musive sat in some sequestered bower. 

Inhaling health from every passing breeze, 

And feeling life and joy again return ! 

How oft, in peace, amid these leafy shades, 

And compassed round with hills and streams afar. 

Have I in rapture gazed upon the scene, 

And listened to the carol, rich and sweet. 

That floated o'er my head, and sent a thrill 

Of peace and gladness to my grateful heart ! 

Delightsome land ! true Helicon to me. 

And paradise of beauty, whence, I drew, 

In early life, that inspiration pure 

That led my spirit to the land of song ; 

That shed a halo over all my life. 

And bade me sing in rustic, simple strains. 

O worthy Drummond ! though thou long hast had ' 

Thy holy dwelling in the blessed land 

Of perfect peace and love, yet shall this heart. 

While in my bosom flows the living stream. 

Remember thee ; for thy paternal care. 

Enriched with higher blessings, brought me back 

From gates of death, with renovated health, 

To longer life and happiness again. 

Dear land of beauty ! sweet and happy home I 
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May richest bleasLogs evermore be thine ! 
And as in other years eflfdlgent rays. 
In golden sunlight, shone propitious then — 
So still may plenty crown eadi passing hour, 
And grateful hearts adore the giving God ! 



ON THE LAMENTED DEATH OF "WIFIE," 

▲ FAVOUBITB CAZ. 
Rani 



Farewell for ever, Wifie dear ! 

In thee I lose a valued friend ; 
The heaving sigh, and gushing tear. 

And silent grief my bosom rend. 

My gentle, faithful, loving pet. 
Mute partner of my lonely hours, 

I cannot, while I live, forget 
That fond companionship was ours. 

At early mom, and closing day. 

Thou wert beside me true and kind ; 

But now thy life has passed away. 
And not a joy remains behind. 

The very gleam of reason shone 
Upon thy face and in thine eyes ; 

And there was something all thine own. 
That proved thee loving, good, and wise. 

Long shall we miss thee from our side, 
And mourn, out \6aa mWi «£;\m^ heart ; 
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But ever with us shall abide 
The fond remembrance that thou wert. 

Ah, Wifie ! Wifie ! while we make 
Thy little bed where flowerets bloom, 

No dawning day shall ever wake 
The endless slumbers of thy tomb. 

Farewell for ever ! Wifie dear ! 

Our loved and lost — a long farewell ! 
The heavy sigh and bitter tear 

Our unaflfected sorrow tell. 



A LONG-CHEEISHED WISH. 

" The calm retreat, the silent shade, 
With prayer and praise agree, 
And seem by Thy sweet bounty made 
For those that follow Thee." 

COWPER. 

" Such themes as these the rural Maro sung." 

THOMSON. 

Oh ! that it were my humble, happy lot. 

To live secluded in a rural cot ; 

In some sweet vale, where envy never trod, 

Nor rude contention ever had abode : 

Where peace and comfort have their calm retreat. 

And loved retirement finds a sacred seat : 

Where lofty hills, and glens, and forests gieen, 

In mingled grandeur beautify the scene : 

Where gushing linns in rapid torrents flow, 

And cease their tumult in the lake below : 

Where placid streamlets tributary flowed 

In rippling cadence near my sweet ^bod:^ \ 



234 POEMS ON GENERAL SUBJECTTS. ' 

Some peaceful loch, on which, at eventide, 

I in my little boat might calmly glide, 

And mark the setting sun illume the hills. 

Or dance in beauty on the limpid rills : 

A spot where Flora loves to scatter flowers. 

And little songsters nestle in the bowers : 

A liallowed home, where with serene delight 

Might come and go each passing day and night; 

And where in pleasant study I could pore, 

With loving heart, o'er Wisdom's sacred lore. 

(3h ! for a home like this, where Sabbath brings 

Repose and peace upon its gentle wings ; 

Where true devotion has a holy shrine, 

And nature breathes a language all divine. 

Oh ! there is something in such scenes as these 

That purifies the heart, nor fails to please. 

With lasting joy, the true reflecting miud. 

To sacred themes and lofty aims inclined. 

In them we see the goodness of that Power 

That reared the mountain and that paints the flower ; 

That into being called the starry scene. 

And clothed the landscape in a robe of green. 

There are who love to revel in the blaze 

Of sin and folly, and who pass their days 

In vain pursuit of pleasure, or of fame. 

And have no thought that soon their very name 

Will perish from the earth, and they no more 

Be known or heard of than they were before 

They had existence ;^-ever be it mine 

To live as those who humbly seek to shine 

By good example, and by deeds of love, 

With blessed hope tYiat tViey will reign above. 
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THE WRECK OF THE "SCHILLER," 

OFT THE 8CILLY I8LE8, FRIDAY NIOHT, MAY 7, 1873. 

" Many ports shall exult at the gleam of her mast — 
Hush ! hush I thou vain dreamer, this hour is her last." 

Prof. Wilso.v. 

It was a summer day, aiid from afar, 

From famed Columbia's hospitable strand. 

The gallant Schiller, with its living freight 

Of precious souls — and smiling skies above, 

And winds propitious — waited to depart 

O'er Ocean's bosom, for Old Albion's shores : 

While others sought, and fondly dreamed of home — 

Their native home — the German Fatherland. 

And in that parting hour how many sighs 

Were sadly heaved — how many tears were shed, 

And heartfelt blessings uttered forth in prayer. 

By parting friends, who ne'er might meet again. 

The signal gun awakes the echoes there. 

The last farewell is waved by all around ; 

And now, along the world of waters wide, 

The stately vessel speeds her onward way. 

The setting sun, in golden glory, shone 

Upon the much-loved land they left behind ; 

And as it shed a mellowed radiance there. 

That made it seem more lovely than before, 

The stars of evening looked in beauty down, 

And cheered the heart with dreams of future joy — 

That, in the hands of Providence divine, 

They rested well for safety, and for peace. 

Thus day succeeds to night, and night to day, 

And all are gladdened with the yleaaing thought 



i 
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That, while the smile of gracious Heaven was their 

They soon, once more, with prosperous breezes bles 

Would hail the hour that gave them land again, 

And saw them safe in England's genial clime. 

Alas ! for human hope — man may propose. 

But God disposes all ; and His decree 

Stands forth inscrutable, aud all supreme, 

That even augels wonder, and adore. 

Oo, and still on the noble Schiller glides, 

And far in western waves the sun went dowD ; 

A sombre curtain mantled all around. 

Nor cliff nor beacon-light was now beheld. 

And in the dark impenetrable gloom 

The bravest hearts were pregnant with dismay ; — 

For in a moment, on destructive reefs 

Of rugged rocks, the fated ship was driven. 

And soon, too soon, amid the weltering waves — 

While screams of terror and despair awoke 

The awful silence of that fearful hour — 

The helpless victims found an ocean grave. 

Few of that living multitude remained 

To tell the story of that dismal night. 

That saw, entombed within a yawning gulf, 

The young and old, the beautiful and good. 

Too wise is God to err — too good is He 

To be unkind ; and He will yet proclaim 

His wondrous power, and vindicate His ways 

In all His dealings with the sons of men. 

The morning dawned upon a scene of death. 

That filled with horror brave and manly breasts ; 

And ever as the wild and surging sea 

Gave up the paWVd dea.d,km6LfeftUn^ hearts 
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And willing hands were there— some from afar, 

With bosoms wrung with grief — ^to lay their drowned 

To peaceful sleep, in lone Saint Mary's isle, 

In blessed hope to meet again in heaven. 

For ever free from overwhelming woe. 

And there was one that braved the ocean deep — 

A gentle maiden from the Western World ; 

With bleeding heart she sought the fatal spot. 

That she with them might gather up her dead. 

Day after day she tarried, hoped, and wept, 

But her loved sister came not to her arms ; 

The greedy waters wrapped her in their folds. 

And made her pillow in their rocky caves. 

Oh ! it was sad to tarry, watch, and pray, 

And still to hope against the hope deferred ; 

To live, from day to day, in wasting grief, 

And brood, in anguish, for her loved, and lost. 

When tender hearts are thus by death bereaved, 

And dear ones slumber in the sileut tomb, 

Affection twines the votive wreath, and lays 

The sacred emblem where her dead repose. 

This mournful sister culled the lilies fair. 

That bloomed, in beauty* on the lonely isle ; 

And wove a garland, wet with many tears. 

That tears and lilies, blended thus in one, 

Might rest together on the briny deep, 

Where sweetly sleeps her much-lamented dead. 

This sacred duty done, she seeks the shore, 

That now, again, she must reluctant leave ; 

And ei^ she sighed a sorrowful farewell, 

The garland floated on the moaning sea. 

Dear weeping oue ! be thine the bliss to know 
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That God above, who doeth all things well, 
Will yet redeem the lost ; and ye shall meet, 
In sweet and holy lands, beyond the stars. 
And there, together, in immortal life, 
Adore the mercy and the love of Heaven. 



VISIT OF HER MOST GRACIOUS MAJESTY, 

QUEEN VICTORIA, 

TO INTERA&T OASTLS, SXPTSMBSB 2S, 1875. 

From famed Balmoral's proud and stately halls 

She comes, the loved of all the good and true ; 
By rocky heights, and glens, and waterfalls. 

Where oft the bard his inspiration drew ; 
She comes, in peace, enchanting scenes ! to view 

The matchless beauty of your heathy hills. 
To pass a season of repose in you. 

To roam in quiet by your lochs and rills. 
And feel the sacred awe that every bosom thrills. 

Queen of unbounded realms, beloved, revered ! 

" A thousand welcomes" to the mountain-land. 
How many cottage-homes thy voice has cheered. 

Since first thy footsteps trod our rugged strand ; 
How oft, with bounty great, thy royal hand 

Has made the poor to sing, the sad to smile ! 
All hail to thee ! thou best of all the band § 

That ever ruled an empire. Rest awhile. 
And, by thy presence, bleaa the home of good ArgylL 
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May cloudless skies and suony days be thine 

In this dear land, where thou art loved so well ; 
And may the benison of grace divine 

For ever in thine own pure spirit dwell. 
Oh ! ever may the Scottish bosom swell 

With true and high fidelity to thee ; 
And Britons yet unborn arise to tell 

Of thy auspicious reign, so grand and free. 
By gracious Heaven prolonged, a blessing still to be. 

And ever may the wise and good be found, 

In growing power, around the British throne ; 
And Britain's worth, and honoured name be crowned 

With noble deeds, a God of truth may own. 
And may the future for the past atone. 

By purer light, from Wisdom's sacred ray, 
And precious seeds of Piety be sown 

In willing minds, in childhood's early day, 
Till all the dreary clouds of error pass away. 

May peace and plenty crown each rolling year, 

And sweet contentment animate our breast ; 
Devotion's soothing energy endear 

To every heart the day of holy rest ; 
The Book of God, of all our books the best, 

Be more and more our safe unerring guide ; — 
Thus shall our native land be truly blest. 

And other nations, scattered far and wide, . 
Shall praise our noble Queen, our glory and our pride. 

Long shall Glenaray's woods and wilds retain 
The fond remembrance of this \ia^^^ "Wocc, 
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That sees her roam these solitudes again, 
And mark, with smiling eye, each lovely flower, 

Or listen to the song from leafy bower. 
That sweetly trills a welcome to our Queen ; 

While Echo, from the mountain-heights that tower 
Tlieir crests stupendous, o'er the wondi-oos scene, 

Eepeats that there, and then, her royal feet had been. 

Long be thy virtues, gracious Queen, adored ! 

Long live — a household word — thy much-loved name; 
On thee and thine be richest blessings poured, 

Till every land shall venerate thy fame ; 
And evermore shall rise the fond acclaim 

Of fervent homage from the Celtic heart ; 
Tliy bright example be our highest aim. 

And all, at length, obtain the " better part," — 
A crown of life, where Thou, great Bedeemer, art! 



A DREAM OF HEAVEN. 

" And I saw the holy city, new Jerusalem."— REV. xxi. a. 

I HAD a vision in my early life, 

A wondrous dream, that raptured all my soul ; 

That threw a halo o'er my future path, 

And sweetly led me, as a star of love, 

For ever shining, from the throne of God, 

Through all my checkered pilgrimage on earth. 

The summer sun had long retired to rest. 

And sable night o'ermantled all the sky ; 

The silent stars looked from their silver spherjBs, 

With watchful eye, upon a slumbering world. 
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It was a peaceful time, and all aroiiod 
Was hushed in silence, and serene repose : 
The busy world, and sad corroding care — 
The shouts of discord — all were left behind. 
And on my eyelids fell the dewy balm, 
The blessed influence of gentle sleep. 
Then far away my spirit seemed to soar, 
On seraph wing, to brighter worlds than this. 
Nor did I soar alone ; for, all around, 
Attendant angels bore me up to Heaven. 
Oh ! gracious Spirit, touch my lips with fire 
From oflf the holy altar, that I may, 
By thee inspired, in fitting language sing 
The blissful vision of my early life. 
The golden gates unfolded as we neared 
The bright celestial city, and I felt 
As if of earth I never aught had known, 
But only breathed the atmosphere of Heaven. 
Oft on my raptured ear, in accents sweet. 
Of love ineffable, and harmonies 
Sublime, the lofty antliems sung 
By saints and seraphim, and blending rich — 
In hallelujahs from the harps of gold — 
With hymns adoring filled the happy land. 
That scene of glory — that hosanna song, 
That rose, and fell, and filled the plains of Heaven— 
The sweet serenity that reigned around — 
The perfect blessedness that all enjoyed — 
Fell on my wondering soul, and sweetly thrilled 
My very being with sublimer life. 
And fair and bright in that supernal land, 
With far-extending branches wavYa^VLV^^ 
(51S) 16 
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Was there the Tree of Life : eternal bloom 
AVas all arouud it ; and its goodly boughs, 
►So richly laden with perennial fruit, 
Invited all to come — j)artake, and live. 
And thus inspired, with rapture all divine, 
A holy one, a native of the skies, 
In shining garments, and with beaming smile. 
Approached me, as I stood in wonder lost, 
And gently led me on, and on, till we 
Beheld a tlu'one of glory, and of love. 
Sublime, and lifted up — a. great white throne. 
Surrounded all by angels, and by those 
By love Divine redeemed from every land. 
Amid this shining throne, and seated there 
In glorious majesty, the Lamb of God, 
Enshrined in light ethereal, was seen. 
Ten thousand times ten thousand at his feet 
Adoring fall, and hail him King of kings. 
And Lord of lords —the great Eternal One— 
Of very God the very God — the First 
And Last — the Living One — ^the Mighty Soul 
Of all the Universe, from whom the stars 
Derive their light, the flowers their beauty, and 
The shining angels all their glory bright. 
Oh for Isaiah's power ! that I might tell 
The blended radiance, majesty, and awe, 
The look of holy love that fell on me 
From that sweet face ineffable and pure. 
That beamed divinest love on all around. 
That gracious smile — the accents of that voice 
That fell in strains of loftiest melody 
On every eye and ear — enxai^^Artftd alL 
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As with oue soul the heavenly host attuned 
Their golden harps to high adoring praise, 
And sung in anthems only heard in Heaven, 
" Thou ! Thou alone art worthy to receive 
The kingdom, power, and glory ; for thou hast 
Redeemed us to our God by thine own blood, 
And made us kings and priests for evermore, 
And we shall reign with thee." The holy gush 
Of heaven-born melody dissolved my dream, 
And I awoke ; but to my latest life 
That glorious vision shall my soul entrance, 
And be my guiding star to God and Heaven. 
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NOTES. 



I " 



THE HIGHLANDS OF SCOTLAND. 

Land of the noble Gael I immortal land J '* — Page 15. 



The Gael formerly belonged to the great family of Celts, — a ilation 
formerly inhabiting a great extent of country, of uncertain origin. Their 
name is derived by some from the Teutonic word wallen (pronounced 
vallen), signifying "to wander;" as is also Wallia (or Gallia), Vandals, 
Walloons. — Paktington, voL i., p. 107. 

' " No humxin hand could e'er ihy might suhd/iu. 

No hauglUy despot claim thee as hia slave.'* — Page 15. 

It is generally admitted that the brave and indomitable spirit of the 
inhabitants of Northern Caledonia, secured as they always were amid 
their glens and mountains, rendered it almost an impossibility to con- 
quer them. 

' " Te Grampian heights ! sublime, stupendous range I " — Page 17. 

A chain of mountains in Scotland, which, stretching like a mighty 
wall along the southern front of the Highlands, extend across the 
island, from the district of Concal, in the shire of Argyll, on the Atlan- 
tic, to Aberdeenshire, on the German Ocean, and there forming another 
ridge in a north-westerly direction, extend to the county of Moray and 
the borders of Inverness. Their general height is from 1400 to 3500 feet 
above the level of the sea, and several peaks rise considerably higher. 
The Grampians are intersected by innumerable valleys, mountain tor- 
rents, and romantic glens, which exhibit every variety of natural beauty 
that can be imagined, which is no doubt he^htened by the rugged and 
stupendous character of the surrounding scenery. — Paktington, voL i., 
p. 183. 

* "And thou, Ben Nevis, 'monarch' of them all" — Page 17. 

According to Dr. Keith's admeasurement, t\d&mo^m^A^Xl^&4SS]^\^%^>^3^ 
heighl> beiDg 60 feet higher than any othex ©mVaen^ifeVa.'aAX.^isi. "iX. «cKk- 
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«Utf prineipallf of a tine brotm porphfTTt ftO'l conUins red gnaite of 
kuch a ti«autlf ul grain m U> be nnnuttched in anf other part of the vorid. 
— Hummer HambU in the North Highlands, p. 222. 

• " Where are thy trusty elans and thief tainjs wywf*' — Page 19. 

Nothing can be more erroneous than the preralent idea that a High- 
land chief waa an ignorant and unprinciplcMi tjrrant, who revarrled the 
abjeet lubmiMion of hii followers with relentless croeltj and rig onms 
oppression. If ferocious in disposition or weak in understanding, he wss 
curtMfd and directed by the elders of his tribe, who. by inriolable custom, 
were his standing cfmnsellors, without whose advice no measure of anj 
kind was decided. — Mbm. Gbakt, Superstitions of the Highlanders. 

* ** And where the minstrel bard, whose welcome lays 

Oft told of conquests won in loud acclaim of praise f ** — ^Page 19. 

The bard is skilled in the genealogy of all the Highland families, some- 
times preceptor to the young laird ; celebrates in Irish verse the origi- 
nal of the trilM, the famous warlike actions of the successive heads ; and 
sings his own lyrics as an opiate to the chief, when indisposed for sleep. 
— Letters from the North of Scotland, voL ii, p. 107. 

'' ** Those deadly feuds, which stained your peaceful plains t "-—Page 20. 

Among their chiefs the most deadly feuds frequently arose from oppos- 
ing interests or from wounded pride. Those feuds were warmly espoused 
by the whole clan, and were often transmitted with aggravated ani- 
mosity from generation to generation. — Gsmebal Stbwabt, Sketches, 
vol. i,, p. SO. 

' ** Oh, fated day/ unhappy land for thee.** — Page 20. 

Of course, the author is not to be supposed as subscribing to this senti- 
ment. It is made use of merely as the expression of those who in the 
Highlands advocated the Prince's cause. 

• " Culloden's plain f "—Page 20. 

A large plain In Inverness-shire, on which was fought the last battle 
between the Houses of Btuart and Hanover, on the 16th of April 1746, 
when the hopes of the former were for ever extinguished. — Pabtikoton, 
vol. L, p. 687. 

*" " Oh that, as then, the field had been thine own." — Page 21. 
Vide Note 8. 

" "Amid thy woods and wilds, so lonely now. 

Unhappy Prince, thou vmght'st a hiding-place." — Page 21. 

* 

The Celtic chieftains, whose lives were continually exposed to peril, 
had usually, in the most retired spot of their domains, some place of re- 
treat, for the hour of neceaaVly •, vjVxVcVv, as circumstances would adroit, 

WOM A tower, or cavern, or a tuftUc\m\.,\xi a ^^.xoTV7,wv^viOk^QAa.d situation. 

One ot the»o laat gave xetvige lo lYvc wTv\oT\.\«v%.\ft Ci\vaxVA^\H^^x^.,^^^^B^a. 
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perilous wanderings after the Battle of Cullodcn. — Xotes to Lady of the 
Lake. 

In September 1746, Prince Charles Edward lay two days without food 
in the mountains of Lochaber. — Stewabt, Sketches, voL L, p. 63. 

" "And Mary! thou than whom no fairer flower 

E'er beamed in beauty on our Scottish plains." — Page 22. 

This refers to Mary, Queen of Scots. 

" " What tra{iic Muse shall faithfully engage 

To paint thy dark and dismal tale, Olemoe f " — Page 22. 

A Highland glen in the northern part of At^Usliire. This glen ia 
perhaps the most celebrated of any in Scotland. It is the well-known 
spot of a most dreadful massacre ; and it embraces some of the most 
sublime scenes in this part of the world. — " Clanranald's men" — 
M'Donald of Clanranald. — Partinotox, vol. iL, p. 168. 



14 « 



Glenlyon's boasted chi^ was feasted there."— Fskge 23. 



Captain Robert Campbell of Glenlyon, and two of his officers, named 
Lindsay, accepted an invitation to dinner from Af aclan himself for the 
following day, on which they had determined he should never see the 
sun rise. Previous to this, they were welcomed with all the hospitality 
which the chief and his followers had the means of extending to them ; and 
they resided for fifteen days among the unsuspecting Macdonalds, in the 
exchange of every species of kindness and civility. — Sib Walter Soott, 
Tales of a Grandfather. 

In speaking of tlie Massacre of Glencoe, Dr. M'Culloch says, in his 
" Western Isles " : " Let us remember that the reaUy guilty were Bread- 
albane and Glenlyon — guilty of everything." — Dr. M'Oulluch, Western 
hies, vol. i., p. 313. 

" " Oh ! there was one who fell to rise no more — 

A young and beautiful and gentle chUd." — Pa^^ 24. 

A boy of five or six years old clung to Glenlyon's knees, entreating for 
Qicrcy, and offering to become his servant for life if he would spare him. 
Ulenlyon was moved ; but one Drummond stabbed the child with his 
<Urk while he was in this agony of supplication. — Tales of a Oraw^aiher. 

^^ " Tliose dark and mouldering desolaied loalls, 

JVhichfrovm stupendous o'er the gulf below." — Page 24. 

In the midst of the valley of Glencoe there is a small lake, whence 
Issues the river Coe— the Cona of Ossian— just above which stands the 
^'Tiined house of the ill-fated Macdonald.— Partington, Vol. ii., p. 168. 

" " Tell where Maclan in his oum bright hMlU." — Page 24. 

MacTan of Glencoe (this was the patronymic title of the chief of this 
^^lan) was a man of a stately and venerable person and aspect." — T<ilet of 
^~» Grandfather. 
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*• "Amid thy wood$ and rocky wilds so drear 

Thine oum loved Ossian strung his nuiUMess lyre." — Page 25. 

I most not forget that Ossian was born in Glencoe, or bnried, it is in- 
different which ; and that the little stream — the Oona — which runs out 
of it, was sung by him. — Dr. M'Cullooh, Western Isles, vol. i., p. 315. 

" ** And when some noble clan was doomed to he 

In woe, and d^ath, and desolation laid." — Page 26. 

Most great families in the Highlands were supposed to have a tutel&r, 
or rather a domestic, spirit attached to them, who took an interest in 
their prosperity, and intimated by its wallings any approaching disaster. 
The death of the head of a Highland family is also sometimes supposed 
to be announced by a chain of lights of different colours, called Dreng, 
or Death of the Druid. The direction which it takes marks the place of 
the funeral — Notes to Lady of the Lake 



90 « 



Which Superstition weaves around her throne ? " — Page 26. 



Accustomed to traverse tracts of country which have never been sub- 
jected to the hands of art : contemplating every day the most diversified 
scenery, surrounded everywhere by wild and magnificent objects, by 
mountains, lakes, and forests — the mind of the Highlander is expanded, 
and partakes, in some measure, of the wild sublimity of the objects with 
which he is conversant. Pursuing the chase in regions not peopled ac- 
cording to their extent, he often fiuds himself alone in a gloomy desert, 
or by the margin of the frowning deep. His imagination is tinged with 
pleasing melancholy ; he finds society in the passing breeze, and' he be- 
holds the airy forms of his fathers descending on the skirts of the clouds. 
When the tempest howls over the heath, and the elements are mixed in 
dire uproar, he recognizes the airy spirit of the storm, and he retires to 
his cave. Such is, at this day, the tone of mind which characterizes the 
Highlander who has not lost the distinctive marks of his race by com- 
merce with strangers ; and such, too, has been the picture which has 
been drawn by Ossian. — Dr. Graham of Aberfoyle, On the Authenticity 
of Ossian. 

'* " Thou beauteous Cairngorm." — Page 28. 

Cairngorm, or Blue Mountain — a mountain of Scotland, belonging 
to the Grampian range. It is particularly celebrated for the crystals 
found on it, called Cairngorms, of various colours and sizes. The moun- 
tain rises 4050 feet above the level of the sea. — Conversaiions Lexicon. 

*^ " Those d/read a^hievemsnts ofdepartzd days." — Page 28. 

The Duke of Wellington, in his letter detailing the operations at Quatre 
Bras and Waterloo, pays a high compliment to four British regiments 
and a battalion of Hanoverians, these being the only corps he notices 
by name : "I must particularly mention the 28th, 42nd, 79th, and 92nd 
Begiments, and the battalion of Hanoverians." This is a mark of appro- 
bation never to be forgotten by these regiments. A testimony to their 
merits, given on an important occasion, and by so perfect a judge, who 
never conferred praise without ample and sufficient reason, is a desirable 
distinction. — ^Stewart, Sketches, voL v., p. SSI. 
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'* "Or sunk in death be/ore such prodigies of might ?" — Page 28. 

In a pamphlet entitled " The Conduct of the Officers at Fontenoy 
Considered," speaking of the exertions of the Duke of Cumberland, the 
author says that " His Boyal Highness was everywhere ; and could not, 
without being on the spot, have cheered the Highlander, who, with his 
broadsword, killed nine men, and, making a stroke at the tenth, had his 
arm shot off, by a promise of something better than the arm he (the 
duke) saw drop from him." In the same pamphlet, the author, speak- 
ing of the Highland regiments, says: "The Highland furies rushed in 
upon us with more violence than ever did a sea driven by a tempest." — 
Stewart, Sketches, voL 1., pp. 273, 274. 

** " Which dimmed a despot's sun for ever set." — Page 29. 

This refers to the defeat of Napoleon at Waterloo, a considerable por- 
tion of the glory of which is attributable to the matchless bravery of the 
Highland regiments. 

"* " Well m^y they gaze in tearful a^ony." — Page 29. 

A mournful band of poor emigrants were expatriated from their native 
valley, a few years ago, in the north of Scotland ; forced to leave the glen 
vhere their clan and people had resided for generations, and to seek a 
home in the dark and distant woods of America. — Kev. Dr. M'Lbod, 
Letter to the Synod of Ulster. 

^" ** 'Tv;as thus in tiToes of old, when chieftains bore, 
In lordly pride, such high despotic sway.** — Page 29. 

Dr. Bobertson, in his Report for the County of Inverness, says : ''Some 
of the chieftains themselves have given the death-blow to chieftainship. 
They have cut the cords of affection which tied their followers and their 
tribes, and yet they complain of the defection of these tribes, which, with 
their eyes open, they have driven from them." — Report to the Board of 
Agriculture. 

" Farewell, farewell ! dear Caledonia's strand, 
Hough though thou be, yet still my native land ! , 
Exiled from thee, I seek a foreign shore. 
Friends, kindred, country, to behold no more ! 
By hard oppression driven." 

— Hon. Henry Erskine, The Emigrant. 

^' " IllustrUms Athol I 'mid thy waving woods.** — Page 81. 

The Athol estates are celebrated for the fine quality of the timber 
with which they abound. The greater part was planted by the late duke ; 
and the trees, particularly the larches, are remarkable for their great size 
and straightness of stem. — Anderson, Ouide to the Highlands, p. 95. 

^^ "And thou, Dunkeld, whose calm and Sabbath smile.** — Page 82. 

Dunkeld stands on the east bank of the Tay, on the surface of a plain 
embossed among wooded hills and mountains, to which the rugged face 
of Craigicbams, upon the north, presents a noble and ample screen. — 
Anderson, Guide, p. 99. 
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'•• " From Bimam's clustering wood to famed Dunsinane's hUl." — Page 32. 

Birnam. a celebrated hill near Dunkeld, in Scotland. It is twelve 
miles to the south of Dunsinane ; and our readers will, no doubt, recol- 
lect the verification of the prediction of the " weird sisters," by the ap- 
proach of Birnam wood to the " hill of high Dunsinane." Near the 
bottom of the hill are still, we believe, seen the ruins of Macbeth's 
castle. — Partington, vol. 1, p. 274. 
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Dark Superstition held her triumphs then.'* — Page 32. 



In the Highlands, where superstition reigned paramount, surrounded 
by awful yet (for that form of life) salutary terrors, no people seemed 
more regardless of life, or set it to hazard on lighter occasions. -^Mrs. 
Grant, Superstitions of the Highlander, vol. i, p. 127. 

" " T*!iy old and hallowed pile majestic rears 

Its mouldering turrets to thy cloudless skies.'* — Page 33. 

The ancient and venerable Cathedral of the Diocese of Ihinkeld mea- 
sures about eighty paces in length. The great aisle is now roofless ; but 
the choir was rebuilt, by the late Duke of Athol, on the original model, 
at an expense of £5000, and is used as a place of worship. At the west 
end rises a buttressed tower, ninety feet in height, and twenty-four feet 
square, and adjoining it a small octagonal watch-tower. Buttresses pro- 
ject between the windows, surmounted above the church by traceried 
spiracles. The great aisle measures one hundred and twenty by sixty feet ; 
the walls are forty feet high, and the side aisles twelve feet wide ; on 
each side are seven Gothic arches. — Anderson, Ouide, p. 99. 
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Here famed lona rears its sacred head.** — Page 36. 



lona, or Icolmkill, "the Island of the Waves," the isle of Columba's 
cell, — whence " savage clans and roving barbarians derived the benefits 
of knowledge and the blessings of religion," — is situated about nine miles 
to the south-east of Staffa, and is separated from Mull by a narrow but 
navigable sound. Its history is now become nearly as familiar as its 
name. — Anderson, Guide, p. 323. 

^' "Here sleep the ashes of the mighty dead, — 

The king, the priest, the courtier, and the bard." — Page 36. 

Here are the ruins of ancient grandeur, piety, and literature, sur- 
rounded by the graves and mouldering grave-stones of kings, chieftains, 
lords of the isles, bishops, priests, abbesses, nuns, and friars — the scene 
decorated by the fine and romantic remains of cathedral, colleges, nun- 
nery, chapels, and oratories ; with views of islands, seas, rocks, moun- 
tains, interspersed with the humble huts of poor islanders. — Rev. Legh 
Richmond, Visit to lona. 
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Bright spot of earth compared to all around.'*— Ta^e 30. 



Before the age of Charlemagne, indeed, the College of Icolmkill bad 
reached the height of its celebrily.— ^i&n?kb.t, S\te»*iv.«A,'«^l. t, p. 17. 
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When famed Columha trod thy cla-tHc ground." — Page 86. 



St. CJolumba — justly termed the Apostle of the Highlands and "Western 
Isles of Scotland — was born in Ireland, in the year 521 ; and set out on 
his mission to the north in the year 5(53. He made the voyage in a 
wicker boat, covered with hide, accompanied by twelve of his friends 
and followers, and landed safely in the island of lona. — Bey. Jamxh 
Anderson, lona. 
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Oh I as I see those splendid ruins rise." — Page 36. 



That man is little to be envied whose patriotism would not gain force 
on the Plains of Marathon, or whose piety would not grow warm among 
the ruins of lona. — Dr. Johnson, Tour to the Hebrides. 
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To wondrous Staffa's oft-freq^iented isle.'* — Page 37. 



Staff a, one of the Western Isles of Scotland, remarkable for its basaltic 
pillars. — CoNDER, Geographical Dictionary, p. 615. 

The Scandinavian name is the Island of C!olumns ; but the original 
Gaelic name appears to have been Uaimh Binn, the "Musical Cave." — 
M'CuLLOCH, Western Isles, vol. iv., p. 386. 
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Here lofty Jura lifts her shining brow." — Page 87. 



Jura, one of the Hebrides, is about thirty miles long, and tapers from 
the south, where it is seven or eight miles wide, till, at the northern ex- 
tremity, it becomes only about two miles broad. A series of steep and 
lofty mountains of quartz rock extend northwards from the sound, shoot- 
ing into four conical peaks, two of which, more, elevated than the others, 
are, from their peculiar shape, called the Paps of Jura, the highest being 
about 2500 feet — Anderson, Guide, p. 365. 
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And far beyond, the heights of Arran rise.** — Page 87. 



The Island of Arran, which is a prodigious ornament to the whole 
western coast, is about sixteen miles distant from Ardrossan. It forms 
part of the shire of Bute. It contains about one thousand acres, and is 
twenty-four miles long and ten broad. The hills in the northern end are 
very high and wild and beautifully peaked. — Rev. D. Landsborouoh, 
Notes to Arran, a Poem. 

A solemn stillness and darkening shadows characterize these secluded 
scenes ; and the serrated outlines and abrupt forms of the mountains 
stamp on them a distinguishing wildness, while their magnitude com- 
municates an imposing grandeur to their whole appearance. — Andea- 
SON, Guide, p. 376. 

*° " miere ru/iv the spirit of that feudal reign^ 

Which spread o'er thee the horrid pomp of wart** — Page 88. 

Towar(is the end of the sixteenth century, fierce fends broke out be- 
tween the Macdonalds of Islay and the Macleans of MulL— Andxabon, 
Guide, p. 357. 
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*' " For holy men have trod thy ptaivu, and thon 

Had heard the voice of Wudom/rom on high.** — ^Page 33. 

The General AsMmbly happily, in 1825, appointed a Committee for the 
purpose of increasing the means of education and religions instmction 
in Scotland, particularly in the Highlands and Tslands. — Akdk&bok, 
Guide, p. 31. 

** ** Thy garb of varied hue is now enehrined 

Among the annal* of thy nuUchleu name." — Page 38. 

Among the circumstances that influence the military character of the 
Highlanders, we must not omit their peculiar garb, which, by its lightness 
and freedom, enables them to use their limbs and handle their arms m^tb 
ease and dexterity, and to move with great speed when employed with 
cither cavalry or light infantry. After the Battle of Culloden, the High- 
land garb was proscribed by severe penalties. It was enacted that any 
person within Scotland, whether man or boy (excepting officers and sol- 
diers in His Majesty's service}, who should wear the plaid, philib^, 
trews, shoulder-belts, or any part of the Highland garb, or should use 
for greatcoats tartans or party-coloured plaid or stuffs, should, without 
the alternative of a fine, be imprisoned on the first conviction for six 
months without bail, and on the second conviction be transported for 
seven years. — Stewart, Sketches, voL L, pp. 76-115. 

*' " And lauds her boundless ?iospUality.'* — Page 39. 

The Highlanders of Scotland formerly carried their hospitality to as 
great an extent as the ancient Celts. And even at this day, the more 
sequestered inhabitants are prone to indulge in a habit of liberality 
which, however honourable to their feelings, their limited means do not 
altogether justify. — Looan, Scottish Gael, voL iL, pp. 129, 130. 

In all the wilds I ever visited, I never yet entered the blackest hut 
without having what was to be given — the best place by the fire, the milk 
tub, the oat cake, the potatoes, the eggs (if it was possible to persuade 
the hens to do such a deed}, and a glass of whisky, if it was to be found. 
All this, too, seems quite matter of right, not of favour. — M'Cullooh, 
Western Isles, voL iv. , p. 106. 
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Those lovely ' lochs."*— Tage 39. 



Lochs ! We love the word lochs, as applied to those hill-girdled ex- 
panses which decorate our native land. Lake is too tame a designation 
—a shallow epithet. It has nothing to do with mountains and precipices, 
heaths and forest. — Thomas Tod Stoddabt, Scottish Angler, p. 9. 

" "Resound the hymns of pious melody." — Page 39. 

I have heard aged men declare that from the fleet of fishing-boats along 
the coasts of Cantire and Arran, amounting at times to several hundreds, 
might be heard, in the breeze of the evening, not the warlike music of 
tiie bagpipe, which, referring to feuds of clans and scenes of strife, often 
engendered bitter and angry feeling, but one rapturous burst of sacred 
melody; and, after a solemn pause, coming fresh again, in full har- 
lUoniouB swell. — Db, M'Leod, Letter to tKe ^ypMA of Ulster. 
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*" " And I have heard the pibroch's thrilling note 
In solemn coronach lament tfte dead." — Page 89. 

The bards always attended at the raising of a tomb, besides singing 
the praises of the dead in the circles ; and the poem, or rather both it 
and the music, was called the coronach. Without its due performance, 
the soul was supposed to wander forlorn about its earthly remains. The 
lament is still performed, and the coronach, or expressions of woe that 
may be so termed, are, in some remote districts, still to be heard at 
funerals. — Loo an, Scottish Gael, vol ii., p. 881. 
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The ' Great Magician.' "—Page 89. 



This refers to Sir Walter Scott, as the immortal author of the Lady of 
iheLake. 

** *' From famed Glenfinlas to that lowly deU."— Page 89. 

Glenflnlas is a forest in Perthshire, near the Trosaohs, and was once 
covered with the deer of the Kings of Scotland. The King's Seat, where 
probably he dined, the fields for tilts and tournaments and horseman- 
ship, are shown. — Sketch of the Scenery near Callander. 

*• " Where Ellen's noble name and fame- for ever dwell" — ^Page 89. 

This refers to the Lady of the Lake, the heroine of Sir Walter Scott's 
poem. 

'** " Those mystic stones which mark a chieftain's grave.** — Page 40. 

The Scots gentry have usually family burial-places on their own lands, 
and often in the vicinity of the mansion. 

Heaps of earth or stones were always raised over the graTes of the 
Celts ; the latter, from the abundance of the material, being chiefly used 
by the Scots, Welsh, and Irish. They are denominated eaimt by the 
Gael, and are sometimes ef prodigious sixe, the effect being often in- 
creased by their position on hills. Some are three hundred or four 
hundred feet in circumference at the base, and twenty, thirty, or fortj 
feet in perpendicular height 

" Gray stones, a mound of earth, shall send my name to other timeB," 
says the bard of ancient days ; but alas ! neither the siie of the cairn, the 
careful formation of the barrow, nor the impressive " stone of fame," has 
been able to transmit a knowledge of the persons to whose memory they 
were reared. Tradition has, with few exceptions, faUed to preeenre th« 
name or the history of the "dark dwellers of the tomb." — LooAV, Sooi- 
tish Gael, voL ii, ppi 870, 871, 888. 
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THE SHIELD OF ACHILLES. 

' " And^firgt, the god.'*— Page 43. 

TliU refers to Vulcan, a celebrated god of the ancients, who presided 
over fire, and was the patron of all artists who worked iron and metals. 
His forces were supposed to be under Mount Etna, in the island of 
Sicily, as well as in every part of the earth where there were volcanoes. — 
Lempbiebe, CloMsiccU Dictionary. 

^ *'A large and solid shield.**— Fage 43. 

It has been objected that the arts could never have been in that state 
of forwardness which would be nec-essary for the production of a work of 
design 80 perfect as that which is here attributed to Vulcan, and, conse- 
quently, that the description must have been introduced into the Iliad 
at some later period. But it may be answered that Homer is describing 
the work of a god ; and that it would, therefore, be sufficient that the 
simpleHt elements of the arts wese then in existence, which his imagina- 
tion would enable him to model into any degree of fancied perfectiun.-^ 
Trollopk, Homer. 

' "The Pleiades, the Hyads, and the power 
Of bright Orion.*'— Page 4a 

The " Pleiades, a cluster or assemblage of stars in the constellation 
Taurus." Mythologically the name was given to seven of the daughters 
of Atlas by Pleione, or Jdthra, one of the Oceanides. They were placed 
in the heavens after death, where they formed a consteUation near the 
back of the Bull, in the Zodiac. — Lbhprixue, Classical Dictionary. 

Hyads, "a cluster of seven stars in the face of the constellation Tau- 
rus. " Mythologically they were the seven daughters of Atlas, King of 
Mauritania, who were so disconsolate at the death of their brother Hyas, 
who had been killed by a wild boar, that they pined away and died. 
They became stars after death, and were placed near Taurus, one of the 
twelve signs of the Zodiac. They received the name of Hyads from their 
brother iiyas. — Lempriere, Classical Dictionary. 

Orion, " a constellation in the Southern Hemisphere, containing from 
thirty-eight to seventy-eight stars, according to different writers." 

* " The Wain.*'— Page iS. 

Homer's accuracy in this passage has been frequently called in ques- 
tion, since the Wain, or Ursa Major, is not the only constellation which 
never sets ; but Cepheus, Draco, Ursa Minor, and others, always remain 
above the horizon in the latitude of Troy. Hence it has been suggested 
that these stars were undiscovered in the poet's time, or that he mentions 
the Bear as the moitt remarkable.— Trollops, Homer. 

' " In one the feasts of bridal days were spread.'* — Page 44. 

It was impossible to have chosen two better emblems of Peace than 

Marriage and Justice. It is said this city was Athens ; for marriages 

wuro flrst instituted there by Cecrops, and judgment upon murder first 

founded there. II omer l^as Yvet© ftV^feu wa ^i A%%cA.\»\.\.q.u ol a nuptial pro- 
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cession as it was in his time : the bride was conducted to the house of 
her husband by torchlight, accompanied by dancers and musicians, who 
sang the vMeyaio? , or bridal-song, which appears to have been then in use. 
— Trollopk, Homer. 

^ " Two shining talents of cffuluent gold." — Page 45. 

Avo xpvo-oio ToAam-a. This was, in all probability, the fine itself, which 
was brought by the defendant, and which he would receive again, or re- 
sign to the plaintiff, according to the decision of the judges. — Tkollopb, 
Homer. 

^ *' By Mars and Pallas too." — Page 46. 

^lars was the god of war among the ancients, and the son of Jupiter 
and Juno, according to Uesiod, llomer, and all the Greek poets ; or of 
Juno alone, according to Ovid. 

Pallas was a daughter of Jupiter, and the same as Minerva. The 
goddess received this name either because she killed the giant Pallas, or, 
perhaps, from the spear which she seems to brandish in her hands 
(ffoAAei*'). — Lemprikkb, Classical Dictionary. 
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He added next the gay and mazy dance." — Page 60. 



There were two sorts of dances — the pyrrick and the common dance, 
llomer has joined both in this description. The pyrrick, or military, is 
performed by the youths who have swords on ; the other by the virgins 
crowned with garlands. The ancient scholiasts say, that whereas before 
it was the custom' for men and women to dance separately, the contrary 
practice was afterwards brought in by seven youths, and as many virgins, 
w^ho were saved by Theseus from the labjrrinth ; and that this dance was 
taught them by Daedalus, to whom liomer here alludes. It is worth ob- 
serving that the Grecian dance is still performed in this manner in the 
Oriental nations. The youths and maids dance in a ring, beginning 
slowly ; by degrees the music plays a quicker time, till at last they dance 
with the utmost swiftness : and towards the conclusion they sing, as it 
is said here, in a general chorus. — Popb. 

" *' Doedalu8."—FBge 50. 

Daedalus, an Athenian, son of Eupalamus, descended from Erechtheus, 
King of Athens. lie was the most ingenious artist of his age ; and to 
liim we are indebted for the invention of the wedge, the axe, the wimble, 
the level, and many other mechanical instruments, and the sails of ships, 
lie made statues which moved of themselves, and seemed to be endowed 
with life. — Lemprieke, Classical Dictionary. 

^" *' Far-famed Cnossus." — Page 60. 

Cnossus, or Enossus, a town of Crete, about twenty-five stadia from 
the sea. It was built by Minos, and had a famous labyrinth. — Lkm- 
PRiERE, Classical Dictionary. 

^^ " And fair-haired Ariadne."— T&ge 60. 

Ariadne was daughter of Minos XL, King of Crete, by Pasiphae. She 
fell in love with Theseus, who was shut up in the labyrinth, to be 4ar 
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votired by the Minotanr, and (rave him a clew of thread, by which he 
extricated himself from the difficult windings of his confinement. After 
he had conquered the Minotaur, he carried her away, according to the 
promise he had made, and married her; but when he arrived at the 
Island of Naxos, he forsook her. According to some, Bacchus loved her 
after Theseus had forsaken her ; and he gave h»r a crown of seven stare, 
which, after her death, was made a constellation. The Argives showed 
Ariadne's tomb ; and when one of their temples was repaired, her ashes 
were found in an earthen urn. — Lempribrk, ClasHeal Dictionary. 

" " Vulcan fa/r renovmed.*'—Tnge 62. 

He was also known by the name 'A/yi^tyvf^cK, v^hich signiflea lame in 
both feet ; from ofi^s and yviot. — Paor. Dumbab, Lexicon. 

'• ** And laid it dovm atfe^t of her who gave.** — Page 62. 

This refers to Thetis, the mother of Achilles. She was the daughter of 
Nereus and Doris, and was one of the sea deities. She was courted by 
Neptune and Jupiter ; but when the gods were informed that the son 
she should bring forth must become greater than his father, their ad- 
dresses were stopped, and Peleus, the son of Macas was permitted to 
solicit her hand. — Lemprierc, CUuHcal Dictionary. 

^* " The famed Achilles.'*— T&ge 52. 

Achilles, the son of Peleus and Thetis, was the bravest of all the 
Greeks in the Trojan war. During his infancy Thetis plunged him in 
the Styx, and made every part of his body invulnerable, except the heel 
by which she held him. His education was intrusted to the centaur 
Chiron, who taught him the art of war, and made him master of music ; 
and by feeding him with the marrow of wild beasts, rendered him vigor- 
ous and active. He was taught eloquence by Phoenix, whom he ever 
after loved and respected. — Lsmpriebe, CloMical Dictionary. 

*" " From proud Olympus and its snowy heights.** — Page 62. 

A mountain of Macedonia and Thessaly, now Lacha. The ancients 
supposed that it touched the heavens with its top ; and from that cir- 
cumstance thoy have placed the residence of the gods there, and have 
made it the court of Jupiter. It is about one mile and a half in perpen- 
dicular height, and is covered with pleasant woods, caves and grottoes. 
On the top of the mountain, according to the notions of the poets, there 
was neither wind, nor rain, nor clouds, but an eternal spring. — Lzm- 
j'iiiERE, Classical Dictionary. 
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PARTHIA. 

^ " HOiioh saw ihee drive the proud SeU%uiid<u." — Page 54. 

A gumame given to f*i08e monarohs who sat on the throne of Syria ; 
which was founded by Selencus. the son of Antioohus, from whom the 
word is derived. — Lcmprisrb, CUusiccU Dictionary. 
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What time the provd Agaihodes diadained." — Page 64. 



Governor of the Parthian provinoe. Arriftn oalla him Pheredes. — 
Frasbr, History of Persia. 
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And Tiriddtes, with insulted heart." — Page 64. 



The brother of Ars&oes, and second King of Parthla. — ^FlULSiii, History 
cif Persia. 



* " 'Twos then the noble Arsdces arose." — Page 64. 

A man of an obscure origin, but of a noble heart, who, upon seeing 
Seleucus defeated by the Qauls, invaded Parthia, and conquered the 
governor of the province which was named Andragoras, and laid the 
foundations of an empire (260 b.o.). — Lemprierb, Clas»%oal Dictionary. 

' " But dearly purchased wa^ this battle-field, 

For Parthia' s chief wa^ numX>ered with the slain." — Page 60. 

Justin says he fell in a battle with Ariar&thes, King of Oappadooia. — 
Fraber, History of Persia. 
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And thy descendants, honoured toith my name." — Page 67. 



Before Arsuces died he bequeathed his crown to his brother Tiridfttes, 
and his name to the Parthian dynasty. — Frahsr, History cf Persia. 

' •' Oft did ViV nobles from their haUs retire. 

To seek contentment in the rural shttde.** — Page 68. 

The Parthian monarchs, like the Mogul sovereigns of Hindustan, de- 
lighted in the pastoral life of their Scythian ancestors ; and the imperial 
camp was frequently pitched in the Plain of Ctesiphon, on the easterfl 
bank of the Tigris, at the distance of only three miles from Seleuoia, — 
Gibbon, Decline and Fall qf the Roman Empire, voL i. 

" " Much diii the glory of thy fame augment 

JVhen Mithriddtes charged the common foe.** — Page 6& 

MithridAtes I. was the sixth King of Parthia. He carried hit arms 
evou further than Alexander himself ; and in his reign the empire at- 
tained its highest grandeur. — Fraukr, History <^ P«r«v(k. 
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* " A» braw her hi^ of fcin0«."— Page 59. 

ThU tlUe, and that of " great king," was not peculiar to the Arsacldfls. 
It was for similar reasons assumed hj the sovereigns of the Medes, 
i'ersians, and Asvyrians. — ^F&askb, History qfPerHa. 

*' " Withjoyoui KeaH he hade hiefriende adim. 

And bent hU way to/atned Brundutiwm'e ahore.** — ^Page 00. 

Bmndusinm, now called Brindisi, a city of Calabria, on the Adriatic 
Sea, where the Appian Road was terminated. The Romans generally 
embarked at Bmndosium for Greece. It is famous for being the birth- 
place of the poet Paouvius, and the death of VligiL — ^Lkhfbiuub, CUuei- 
cal Dictionary. 

^^ " And eoon on Syria's oonseerated plaiik" — ^Page 61. 

Syria, generally speaking, was bounded on the east by the Euphrates, 
north by Mount Taurus, west l^ the Mediterranean, and south by 
Arabia. — Lzmprix&k, Classical DieUonovry. 

" " With eager mareh the daring Orassus led 

His phaUmoD host to ScUem*s soared totoert." — ^Page 61. 

Crassus had been informed that there were considerable treasures in 
the Temple of Jerusalem which Pompey had not ventured to touch. He 
l>elieved it worth his trouble to go a little out of his way to make himself 
master of them. He therefore marched thither with his army. — ^Bol- 
lix, Ancient History, voL vi. 

^' "'Oo,' said the haughty ehi^, ' and tell your king 
From Seleu&ia he shall hear of me.' " — Page 63. 

Seleucia, a town of Syria, on the sea-shore ; generally called Pieria, to 
distinguish it from otiiers of the same name. — LxMPRioaB, Classical 
Dictiona/ry. 

" *' * Her cohorts thus so far hey&nd the sea* '* — Page 68. 

The Roman cohort was a body of infantry consisting of five or six 
hundred men, and differing very little from what is now called a bat- 
talion. — RoLLiN, Ancient History, vol. vt 

*' "From Parfhia's Capiiol Orodes came. 

And brave Surena, foremost in the fight.'* — Page 68. 

Orddes, King of Parthia, and the eleventh of the Arsacldae. Surena, 
a powerful officer in the armies of OrOdes. His family had the privilege 
of crowning the Kings of Parthia; but, from jealousy, OrGdes ordered 
him to be put to death. — Lbmpribrk, Classical Dictionary. 

" " Armenia's servile king had coma to pay 

His v<issal homage to the chi^ he feared.** — Page 64. 

What encoun^d Craasua moat lu his expedition, was the arrival of 
ArUbasus, King of Armenia, -wYvo \ko\x^\i NfrtJJtk. \Asa. ^Xy^ <d six hun- 
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dred horse, which were part of his guard — adding, that besides these he 
had ten thousand cuirassiers and thirty thousand foot at his service. — 
RoLLiN, Ancient History. 

^' " And in their flight as many thousands hied 

As when they forward rushed to meet the foe." — Page 66. 

The Parthians were naturally strong and warlike, and were esteemed 
the most expert horsemen and archers in the world. The peculiar custom 
of discharging their arrows while they were retiring full speed has been 
greatly celebrated by the ancients, particularly by the poets, who all 
observe that their flight was more formidable tlian their attack. — Lem* 
PRiEiiB, Classical Dictionary. 

I 

" " They fell the victims of superior power. 

And Rome lamented their inglorious end." — Page 06. 

The check received by Crassus from the Partliian^ was a blot on the 
Koman name which the victories gained some time after by Ventiuiu.'. 
were not capable of effacing. The standards of the vanquished lesrimf 
were always exhibited by them as shows. — Rollin, AncUnt /f»\>f*r//. 
vol vl 
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